LAMENTA. 


\ 


- 
1 
o2 
* 


ND TRVE TRI. 


” GEDIE OF E. AR 


DEN OF FEVERSHAM 
IN EENT. 


bo was moſt wickedlye murdered , by. 


the meanes of his difloyall and wanton 


- wyfe, who for the loue ſbe bare to e 


Mol bie, hyred two deſperat ruf- / 


fins Blackwill and Shakbag, 4 
to kill him. | (-\ * 


lice and diſcimulation of a uy wo- 


man, the vnſatiable deũte of filthie luſt 
' and the ſhamefull end of all 
murderers. 


Imdrinted at London for Edward 


W hite, dwelling at the lyttle North 
dore of Paules Church at 
the ſigne of the 
E Gun, 1597. | 
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The Tragedy of M. Arden of Feueshame, 
(Enter Arden ,and Francklin) 
Franklin A en chere vp thy ſpirits and dzoup no moꝛe 
My gratious Lo2dp Dube of Sommerlets 
Hath frely giuen to the and to thy heyzes, 
By letters patents from his Pateſty; 
All the lands ot the Abby of Feucrihame, (kings, 
Her are the dedes lealed z ſubſcribed W his name and the 
Head them, and leaue this melancholy mode 
Arden. Francklin thy loue pꝛolongs my weary lyfe, 
And but fo2 the, how odious were this lyfe; 
That ſhowes me nothing but toꝛments my ſoule. 
And thoſe foule obieas that offend myne eies, 
TUHhich makes me wilh that foz this vale of Yeauen, 
The earthhung ouer my heede andcouerd mee. 
Lone letters paſt twixt Mosbie and my Wyfe, 
And thep haue pꝛeuie metings in the Towne; 
Nay oa his finger did J ſpp the Ring, 
Which at our Marriage dap the Pꝛeſt put on, 
Can any grafe be halfe ſo great as this? 
Fran, Comfozt thy ſelfe ſwete freend it is not ſtrange, 
That women will be falſe and wauering. 
Arden. J but to doat on ſuch a one as he 
Is monſtrous Francklin, and intollerable. 
Francklin. Why, what is he: 
Arden. A Botcher and no better at the firſt, 
Cho by baſe bꝛocage, getting ſome (mall ſtock; 
Crept into ſeruice of a noble man: 
And by his ſeruile flattery and fawning, 
Is now become the ſteward of his houſe, 
And bꝛaue ip iets it in his ſilken gowne. 
Fran. o noble man will countnaunce ſuch a pelant, 
Arden, Pes, the Loꝛzd Cliſford. he that loues not nie, 
But thꝛough his fanour let not hin grow pꝛoude, 
Fo2 were he by the Lozd Pꝛote doꝛ backt, 
Ve ſhould not make me to be pointed at, 
Jam by birtha gentle man of blode, 
| A. 2 And 
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: . gedy f M. Arden 


And that injurious riball that attempts, 

To vpolate my deare wpues chaſtitie, 

(Fo02 deare J holde hir loue, as deare as heauen) 

Shall on the bed which he thinks to defile, 

Sc his diſſeueredioints and ſinewes tozne, 

TWbyltT on the planchers, pants his weary body, 

Smeard in the channels of his luſi full blode. 
Fran. Be patient gentle frend ano learne of me, 

To eaſe thy griefe,and ſaue her chaſtitpe: 

Intreat her faire ſ werte woꝛds are fitteſt engines 

To rate the tlint walles of a womans bzeaſt: 

In anp caſe be not too Jelpouſe, 

Noꝛ make no queſtion of her loue to the, 
But as ſecurely,pzeſently take hozſe, 
And ly with me at London all this tearme 
Foz women when they may, will not, 
But being kept back, ſtraight grow outragious. 


Arden. Though this abhoꝛres from reaſon pet ile try it 


And call her fozth;and pꝛeſently take leaue: Dow Ales, 
Hcere entes ales. 
Ales. Hul band what meane you to get vp ſo earely. 
Sommer nights are hozt, and yet youryſe ere day, 
Had j bene wake you had not riſe ſo ſone. 


Ard, Swat loue thouknowſt that we two Ouid liks 


Yane often chid the mozning, when it gan to pæpe. 

And often wicht that darke nights purblind teedes, 

Mould pull her by the purple mantle back: 

And caſt yer in the Ocean to her loue. 

But this night ſ werte Ales thou haſt Ap batt, 

3 heard thee cal on Mosbie in th lleepe. 

Ales. Tislyke 3 was a ſlæpe when J nam d him, 

Fo; beeing — he comes not in my thoughts: 

Arden. Z but pon ſtarted vp. and ſuddenly 

In ſteede of him:taught me about thenecke. 


Ales. In ſtede of him: why, who was there but you, 


And where but one is, doo can à miſtake. | 


Fran. 
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of Feuerſhame, 


Fran, Ardenleaueto v2dge her ourr farre. 

| Arden. ap loue there is no credit ina dzcame, 
Let it ſuffice J know thou loueſt me well. 

Ales, Now Jremember where vpon it came, 
Yad we no talke of Mosbie peſternight. 


| Fra. Miſtres Ales Jhardyouname him once 02 twice, 
Ales. And thereof came it, and thcrefoze blame not me 


Arden. J know it did, and therefoze let it paſſe, 
Imuſt to London ſwete Ales pꝛeſentlp. 


Ales, ut tell me do you meane to ſtap there long⸗ 


Arden, No longer there till my affaires be done. 

Fran, Me will not ſtay aboue a month at moſt. 

Ales, A moneth ape me, ſwæte Arden come againe 
Within a dap oz two, oz els J die. 

Arden. J cannot long be from the gentle Ales, 
Ahileſt, Michel fetch our hoꝛſes from the field, 
Franklin and J will down vnto the key: 

Foz J haue certaine gods there to vnload, 
Meane while pꝛepare our bzeahfaſt gentle Ales, 
Foz yet ere none wele take hoꝛſe and away, 
Exeunt Arden, & Francklin, 
Ales. Cre none he meanes totakehozſe and away: 
Swerte newes is this, Oh that ſome ayzie ſpirit, 
Mould in the ſhape and liknes of a hoꝛſe 
Gallope with Arden croſſe the Ocean, 
And thꝛow him from his backe into the waues. 
werte Mosbie is the man that hath my hart: 
And he vſurpes it, hauing nought but this, 
Chat Jam tped to him by marriage. 
Loue is a Cod and mariage is but wo2ds, 
And therefoze Mosbics title is the beſt, 
CTulhe whether it be 02 no, he ſhall be mine, 
In ſpight of him, ol Hymen and of rytes. 
Here enters Adam of the Flourdeluce, 
And here comes Adam of the flourdelute, 


I hope he bʒings me tydings * 
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The Tragedy of M. Arden 


How now Adam, what is the newes with you? 
Be not affraid my huſ band is now from home, 

Adam. He whome you wot of Mosbie Piſtres Ales, 

Is come to towne, and ſends pou wozd by me, 

In any caſe you map not viſit hin: 

Ales. _ viſit hum? 

Adam, $20 no: take no knowledge of his beinghzre 

Ales. But tell me is he angre 02 dilpleaſed. | 

Adam. Should ſæme ſa fo he is wonb2ous ſad, - 

Ales. Were he as mad as rauing Hercules, 

Ile ſe him, J and were thy houſe of fozce. 
Theſe hands ok mine chould race it to the ground: 
UAnles that thou wou dit bing me to mp loue. 

Adam. Nap and pou be ſo impatient Jle be gone 

Ales. Stay Adam, tap, thou wert wont to be mp krẽd 
Aſte Mosbie how 3 haue incurred is wzath, 

Beare him from me thele paire of ſiluet dice: 
Cty which we plaid fo2 kiſſes manya time, 
And when Jloſt, 3 wan, and ſo did he: | 
Such winning and ſuch loſing, Jeue ſend me, 
And bid him if his loue do not decline, 
Come this mozning but along my doze: 
And as a ſtranger, but ſalute me there, 
Chis may he do without ſuſpect o2 feare. 
Adam, Ile tell him what you ſap, and ſo farewell. 
Exit Adam. 

Ales. Dos and one day Jle make amends foz all: 
Iknow heloues me well, bur dares not come, 
Becauſe my bulſband is ſo Jelious: 

And theſe my marrow pꝛying netghbours blab, 
Hinder our meetings when we would conferre. 
But if J line that block (hall be remoned, | 
And Poſbie, thou that comes to me by ſtelth 
halt neither feare the biting ſpeach ol men, 

Noꝛ Ardens lokes, as ſurely ſhall he die, 

as A abhoꝛre him, and lone onely thee, 
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of Fewerſbame. 
Here enters Michaecll, 
Hob now Michaell, whether are you going? 
Michael. To fetch my maſters nagge, 


J hope youle thinke on me. 
Ales, J But Michaell ſ yon kepe pour oath, 


And be as ſetret, as you are reſolute. 


Michaell. Ile ſe he (hall not line abone a weeke. 
Ales. On that condition Michaell here is my hand 


None chall haue Polbies liter but thy ſelfe, 


Michacl), J vnderſtand the Painter herre hard by, 
Hath made repoꝛte that he and Sue is ſure. 
Ales. £yere's no ſuch matter ichaell belene it not, 
Michael. But he hath ſent a dagger ſticking in a hart, 
With a verſe oꝛ two ſtollen from a painted cloath: 
The which J here the wench kepes in her cheſt, 
Mell let her kepe it, I hall finde a fellow 
That can both weite and read, and make rime to, 
And ik J do, well, Jlayno moze: 
Ile ſend from London ſuch a taunting letter, 
As (hall eat tte hart he ſent withlalt. 
And fling the dagger at the Painters head. 


Ales, What nedes all this, J ſay that Suſan's thine 


Michaell. Thby then J ſay that J will kill my malter 
On any thing that you will haue me dw, 

Ales. But ichaell ſe you do it cunningly, 

Michaell. Why,ſay J ſhould be toke, ile nere confeſſe, 
That you know any thing, and Suſan being a Paide, 
Map begge me from the gallous of the @hziefe, 

Ales. Truſte not to that Michaell. 

Michaell. Poutan not tell me, J haue ſeene it 1. 
But miſtres tell her whether J liue oꝛ die. 


Ile make her moze woozth then twenty Painters can, 
Foz J will rid myne elder bzother away? 


And then the farme of Bolton is mine owne. 

Who would not venture vpon houſe and land? 

When he may haue it foz a right —_—_ vows. 
+ 44 | 
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The Tragedy 0 f M. Arden 


Here enters Mosbie. 


Ales. Vonder comes oſ bie, ichaell get thee gone, 


And let not him ao; any knowe thy dꝛifts. 
Exit Michaell. 


Mol bie m lone, 
Mosbie. Away 3 lap, and talte not to me now. 
Ales. A woꝛd oz two ſwete hart, and then J will, 
Tis pet but early dates,thou nedeſt not feare. 
Mosbie. Mhere ts pour huſband? 
Ales. Tis nowhigh water, and he is at the key. 
Mos. There let him be, hence oz ward know me nok. 
Ales. Js this the end of all thy ſolemne oathes? 
Is this the frute thy reconcilement buds? 
Haue I fo this atuen the ſo manp fauonrs, 
Incurd my huſbands hate, and out alas, 
Made ſhipwꝛack of myne honour foz thy ſake, 
And doelt thou ſay hence foꝛward know me not? | 
Remember when J lockt the in my cloſet, A 
What were thy woꝛds and mine, did we not both 
Decræ, to murder Arden in the night. 
The heauens can witnes, and the wozld can tell, 
Befoze I ſaw that falſhode loke of thine, 
Foze J was tangled with thy tyſing ſpeach, 
Arden to me was dearer then my ſoule, 
And ſhall be ſtill, bale peſant get ther gone. 
And boat not of thy conqueſt over me, 
Gotten by witch-craft,andmere ſozcer x. 
Foz what haſt thou to countenaunce my lone, 
being diſcended of a noble houſe, 
And matcht already with a gentleman, 
Whoſe ſeruant thou mailſt be, and ſo farewell. 
Moſ. Uingentle and vnkinde Ales, now J ſe 
That which J euer feard, and inde fo trew: 
A womans loue is as the lightning flame, 
Which euen in burſting fo2th conſumes it ſelfe, 
To trye thy conltancie haue J biene Urange, 


* '& ®. 1 # 
„ 
5 . 


4 * 4 4 * F £ © 
FX © 9 f . Mf 
o WS 7 7 

* L 1 


n une = f 

Wou!d 3 had neuer tryed but liued in hope. 4 
Ales. What na ds thou try me, whom thou neuer found | 
Mos. Pet pardon me fo; loue is Jelious, (falſe, 1 


Ales. So liſt the Sailer to the Parma ſong, 14 
Do lakes the trauellour to the Baũliſke, 4 
J am content foz to be reconcilde, 
And that J know will be mine ouerthꝛow. 

Mos, Chine ouerthꝛow: firlt let the wozld dillolue, 

Ales. Nay Mol bie let me ſtill intope thy loue, 

And happen what will, J am reſolute, 

My ſauung huſband hoꝛ des vp bagges ofgould, 

To make our childꝛen rich, and now is he * 
Gone to vnload the gods tyat ſhall be thine, 
And he and Francklin will to London ſtraight. . 

Mos. To London Ales,ifthoult berulde by m&, 1 
Tele make him ſure enough foz comming there. 7 

| Ales. Ah, would we could % | 
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Mos. I bappend on a Painter peſternight, i 4 
Che onely cunning man of Chziſtendame: | 
Foz he can temper popſon with his ople, | 
Chat who ſo lokes vpon the wozke he dzawes, 
Shall with the beames that iſſue from his ſight, 
Suck vennome fo his bꝛeaſt and ſlap him lelfe, -- 
Swetc Ales he ſhall dzaw thy counterfet, Ml 
That Arden may by gazing on it periſh. 4 
Ales, J but Mol bie that is dangerous, 
Foz thou 02 J, oz any other els, 'F 
Comming into the Chamber — die. 1 
Mos. I bat wale haue it couered with a cloath, 1 
And hung vp in the Uudie fo2 himſelfe, N 
Ales. It mag not be,foz when the pictur's dzawne, f 
Arden Jknow will come and ſhew it me. 4 
Mos. Feare not wele haue that ſhall ſerue the turne, 
This is the painters houſe Ile call him foozth, 4 
Ales, But Moſbie Ile haue no ſuch piaure J: 1 
Mos. Jpzay CO nl ENT 98 I 


The * of M. Arden 


Here enters Clarke. 


O pou are an heneſt man of your woꝛd, you ſerud me wel, 
Clark, Uihy ſir ile doit fo: you at any time, 


Pꝛauided as you haue giuen pour wozde, 


I map haue Suſan Molbie to my wife: 
Fo2 as ſharpe witted Poets, whole ſwerte verſe 
Fake heauenly gods bꝛeak of their Necto2 dzaughts, 
And lap their eares down to the towly earth: 
Uſe humble pꝛomiſe to their ſacred Muſe, 
So be that are the Pocts fauozits, 
Muſt haue a loue, J, Loue 1s the Painters © uſe. 
That makes him frame a ſpeakingcountenamice. 
A wepingeye that witneſſes hartes aricfe, 
Then tellme Malter Pol bie ſhall J haue hir? 
Ales. Tis pittie but he ſhould, hele vie her well. 
Mosbie Clarke h&rs my hand my li!ter chall be thine, 
- Cla, Then bꝛother to requite ti1s curteſie, 
You ſhall command my lyfe my ſkill and all. 


Alss. Ah that thou couldſt be ſecret, 


Mosbie. Feare him net, leaue, J haue talktſufficicnt, 
Cla. You knov not me, that aſk ſuch queſtions; 
Let it ſuſtice, 3 know you loue him Well, 
And faine would haue pour hulband made away: 
Wherein truſt me pou ſhewa noble minde, 
That rather then poule liue with him you hate, 
Poule venture lyfe, and die with him you loue, 
Che like will J do ſoz my Suſans ſake. 
Ales. Pct nothing could inkoꝛce me tothe deed, 
Wut Joſbics loue,might 3 without control, 
Iniop thi fill, then Arden ſhould not die: 
But ſeeing J cannot therefeꝛe let him die. 
Moſ. Enough ſwate Ales, thy kinde woꝛds makes me 


' Pour tricke of popſoned pictures wediſiyke, (melt, 


Some other popſon would do better farre. 
Ales. I ſuch as might be put into his both, * 

And, per in taſte not to be found at all, "ah . 
arke 
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of Fenerſhame. 


Clarke. Jknow pour minde, and here J haue it fo; you, 
Put but a dzam of this into his dꝛinke, 
Oz any kinde of bꝛoth that he ſhall eat: 
And he ſhall die within an houre after. 

Ales. As J am a gentle woman Clarke, next dap 
Zyou and Suſan ſhall be maried. pn | 

Mol. And ile mak her dowry moze the ile talk of Clark, 

Clarke. Ponder's your huſband, Polbie ile be gone. 

Here eſters Arden and Francklin. 

Ales. In god time, ſ& where mp huſband comes, 

Maiſter Polbie alke him the que tion pour (clfe. 
Exit Clarke, 
Moſ. Maiſter Arden, being at London peſter night, 

Dye Abby lands whereof you are now poſſeſt, 
Were offred me on ſome occaſion, 
By Greene one of ſir Antony Agers men: 
J p2ay you ſir tell me, are not the lands pours? 
Bath any other ir. reſt herein: 

Arden, | $Boſby at queſtion wele decyde anon, 
Ales make ready =e . ekfaſt, Jmult hence. 

| SIT Abo <: 

As fo2 the lands mol bie they are mine, 
By letters patents from his Paieſſ y: 
But J muſt haue a Mandat fo: my wyke, 
They lay you ſeke to robbe me of her loue, 
Uillaine what makes thou in her company, 
Dhees no companion fo; ſo baſe a grome, 
Mosbie Arden 1 thought not on her, Jcame to the, 
But rather then J pocket vp this wrong. 

Francklin. What wlll you do fir? 

Mol. Keuenge it on the pꝛoudeſt of you both: 

: Then Arden drawes forth Mosbies ſword. 

Arden. So ſirha, pou may not weare a {wozd, 
The ſtatute makes againſt artificers, | 
I warrand that Jdoo,now vſe you! bodkin, 


Pour ſpaniſh nerdle, and your pzeſſing Aron. 
B. 2 Foz 


The Tragedy of M. led 


Fo2 this all go with me; and marke my woꝛds, 
Pot! godman botcher.tis to you I ſpeake, 
The next time that I take the neare mp houſc, 
In ſtade of Legs Ile make thee crall on ſtumps. 
Viol. Ah maiſter Arden pou haue imurde mee, 
I do appeale to Ood, and to the world. 
Fran. QAhy canſt thou deny, thou wert a botcher once, 
Mol. Mealure me what J am, not what J was. 
Ar. Thy what art thou now, but a Ueluet dzudge, 


* Achcatingteward,and baſe minded peſant. 


Mol. Arden now thou haſt belcht and vomited, 
The rancoꝛous venome of thy miſ-ſwolne hart, 
Veare me but ſpcake,as Jintcnd to live 
With Sod, and his elcded ſaints in heauen, 

I ncuer meant moze to lolicit her, 
And that ſe knowes, and all the wozld ſhall ſc, 
J loued her otice,ſwate Arden pardon me. 

J could not chuſe, her beauty fpꝛed mp hearte, 
But time hath quench't theſe ouerraging coles, 
And Arden though J now frequent thy houſe, 
Tis foꝛ my ſiſters lake, her waiting maid 

And not fozhcrs,mateft thou eniop her long: 

Hell fpze and wzathfall vengeance light on me, 
Ik Jdiſhonoz her oz inture thee. 

Ard, Polbie with theſe thy pꝛoteſlations, 

Che deadlyhatred of m hart is appeaſed, 

And thou and Ile be freends,if this pꝛoue trew. 

As foz the baſe tearmes J gaue thee late, 

Foꝛget them Poſbie,J had cauſe to ſpeake: 

When all the Knights and gentlemen of Bent, 

Make common table talke of her and ther. tongues, 

Moſ, Who liues that is not toucht with flaunderous 

Fra. Then Poſbie,to eſchew the ſpeache ol men, 

Upon whoſe generall bꝛute all honoz hangs, 

Fozbearc his houſe. 
"Ay. ROE it, nay rather frequent it moze, - 
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of Feuershame. 


The wozlde ſhall ſe that J diſlruſt her not, 

To warne him on the ſudden from my houle, 

Were to confirme the rumour that is growne. 
Mol, By faith my fir vou ſay trew. 

And therefo2e will J ſoiourne here a while, 

Unt ill our enemies haue talkt their fill. | 
And then J hope thelle ceaſe, and at laſt confeſſe, 
Vow cauſeles they haue imurde her and me. 

Ard. And J will lp at London all this tearme, 
To let them ſee how light J wey their wozds. 
Here entets Ales. 
Ales, Yuſband ſit down, your bzekfaſt will be could, 
Ard, Come . Poſbie will you ſit with vs, 
Moſ. Jcannot eat, but ile fit foz company. 
Ard, Sirra Michaell ſee our hoſe be ready. 
Ales, HBuſband why pauſe pe, why eat you not, 
Ard. Jamnot well,thers ſomething in this bzoth 
Chat is not holeſome, didſt thou make it Ales? 
Ales. J did, and thats the cauſe it likes not you, 
1 hen the throwes down the broth 
on the grounde, 
Thers nothing that J do can pleaſe your taſte, 
You were beſt to ſap I would haue popſoned pou, 
J cannot ſpeak 02 calf alive mp eye: 
But he Imagines J bauerſtept awzp. 
Heres he that you caſt in my teeth ſo off, 

Now will J be conuinced,o2 purge my lelfe, 

I charge the ſpeake to this miſtrufffull man, 

Thou that wouldſt ſee me hange,thou Boſbye thou, 
What fauour haſt thou had moze then a kiſſe 
— o2 departing from the Towne? 

Moſ. You wzong pour ſelfe and me, to calf theſe douts 

Pour loning huſband is not Jelious 

Ard, Why gentle miſtres Ales, cannot J be ill, 

But youle accuſe pour ſelfe. 

Franckline thou haſte a bore on 7s 
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The Trage dy of M. Arden 


| Jet take a lytle to pzeuent the wozſt. 


Fran, Do ſo, and let vs pzeſently take hozſe, 


My lyfe fo2 yours ye (hall do well enough. 


Ales, Giue me a ſpone, Ile eat of it my lelfe, 

Would it were full ot poyſon to the bꝛim. 

Then ſhould my cares and troubles haue an end, 

Was euer ſilly woman fo tozmented? 

_ Arden, Be patient ſwate loue, J miſtruſt not the, 

Ales. God will reuenge it Arden if thou doeſt. 

Fo2 neuer woman lou'd her huſband better, the 3 do the, 
Ard, I know it ſwa&te Ales, ceaſe to tomplaine: 


Leaſt that in teares J anſwer the againe. 


Fran. Come leaue this dallping and let vs awap. 

Ales. Foꝛbeare to wound me with that bitter wozd⸗ 
Arden [hall go tal ondon in my armes. 

Arden. Loth am J to depart, vet { muſt go, 

Ales: Wult thou to London then, and leaue me here? 


Ah ik thou loue me gentle Arden ſtay, 


Pet ik thy buſtnes be of great Jmpozt 

Oo ik thou wilt Ile beare it as Imap 

But wzite from London to me every werke, 

Nay euery dap and ſtay no longer there 

Then thou muſt nedes, leaſt that J die foꝛ ſozrow. 
Arden. Ile wzite vnto thee cuery other tide, 

And ſo farewell ſweete Ales till wemete next. 
Ales. Farewell Huſbaud fœing voule haue it ſo. 

And P. Francklin, ſæing you take him hence, 


In hope youle haſten him home Ile giue you this 


and then ſhe kifleth him. 
Fran, And ik he ſtay the fault ſhall not be mine, 
Molbie farewell and ſee you kepe your cath. 
Mosbie J hope he ts not Jelious of me now. 
Arden. d Moſbie no, hereafter thinke of me, 
As of your deareſt frend,and ſo farewell. 
 .  Exeunt Arden, Franklin, & Michaell. 


Ales. Jamgladhe is gone, he was about to ſtay- 
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But did vtu marke me then how J bꝛake of? 
Mosbie J Ales, andit was cunningly perfozmed, 
But what a villaine is this painter Clarke? | 
Ales. Was it not a gadly-poyſon that he gaue⸗ 


__ Whyhe's as well now, as he was befoze. 


It ſhould haue bene ſome fine confection, 
Chat might haue giuen the bꝛoth ſome daintie faſfe, 
This powder was to groſſe and populos, 


Mosbie But had he eaten but th2& ſponefulles moze, | 


Then had he died, and our loue continued. 
Ales, Thy ſo it hall Moſbie, albeit he line, 
Mosbie. It is vnpoſſible,foz J baue (wozne, 
Neuer hercaffer to ſolicite thee,. 
D Whylelſt he liues, once moꝛe impoꝛtune the; 

Ales. Thou ſhalt not nde J will impoz tune thek. 
TUhat (hall an oath make thee fozſake my loue: 

As if J hauenot{wozne as much my ſelke, 

And atuen my hand vnto him in the church, 

Tuſh oſbie oathes are woꝛdes and woꝛds is winde, 
And winde is mutable: then 3 conclude, 

Tis childiſhnes to ſtand vpon an oath, 

Mol, Qell pzoucd Miſtres Ales, yet by pour EY 
Ile keepe mine vnbꝛoken, whileſt he lines. 

Ales. J doo, and ſpare not his time is but Hozt, © 
Fo2 if thou beef as relolute as J, 

Id ele haue him murdered, as he walkes the frets: 

In Kondon many alchouſe Ruffins keepe, 

Which as Jheare will murther men fo; gould, 

They hall be ſoundly fed to pay him home: 
Hlere enters Greene. 

Mos, Ales whats he that comes vonder, knoweſt thon 
Ales. Moſbie be gone, J hope tis one that comes (him 
To put in pꝛadiſe our intended daifts, 

Exit Mosbie. | 

Gre. Miſtres Arden you are well met, 
A am ſozry that your huſbandis from home, 


B. 4+ When | 
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Ahen as my purpoled journey was to him, 


Oz tan, with ſafetp, J will anſwer you. 
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_onfirmed by letters patents from the king, 


Ab eker Cramne,Gad knowes how Jan vl de. 


The Tragedy of M. Arden 
Pet all my labour is not ſpent in vatae: ; 
Fo2 J ſuppoſe that you can full diſcourſe, 
And flat reſolue me of the thing I ſeeke. 
Ales. Ahet is it maiſter S renne: It that Jmay 


Greene, J heard your huſband hath the grant of late, 


Df all the lands of the Abby of Feuerſhame, 
Generally intitled, ſo that all fozmer grants, 
Are cut of, whereof J my ſclfe had one, q 
But now mp intereſt by that is void, 

Chis is all miſfres Arden, is it tre w noꝛ no: 

Ales. Trew maiſter Creene, the lands are his in ſtate, 
And whatſoever leaſes were befoze, 

Are void fo; tearme of Maiſter Ardenslyfe: 
He hath the grant vnder the Chancery ſeale. 

Gre. Pardon me miſtres Arden, J muſt ſpeake, 
Fo2 Jam toacht, your huſband doth me wzong: 
To loꝛing me from the little land J haue. 

My liuing is mylyfe, oncly that 

Reſteth temainder of my poꝛtion. 

Deſpꝛe of welth is endles in his minde, 

And he is gredy gaping ſtill foz game, 

Noz cares he though young gentlemen do begge, 
Do he may ſcrape and hoꝛde vp in his poutche, 
But ſæing he hath taken my lands, Ile value dete: 


As carcles,as he is carefull fo; to get, 


And tell him this from me, zle be reuenged, 
Aud ſo, zs he (hal! wiſhe the Abby lands 


| Havrefed ſtill, within their fozmer ſtate. 


Ales. Alas po ze gentleman, J pit tie you, 
And wo is me that any man ſhould want, 
Cod knowes tis not my fault, vut wonder not 
Though he be harde to others, when to me, 
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Gre, Why miſtres Arden can the crabbed churle, "x 
Uſe you vnkindelp reſpeas he not pour birth? *-' 
Pour honozable frends,no2 what you bꝛought: 4 
Why? all Rent knowes your parentage, and what pou are i 
Ales, Ah . rene be it ſpoken in ſecret heere, 1} 
J neuer liue god day with him alone: 7 
Whea hea is at home, then haue Jfrowardlokes, uy 
Hard woꝛds and blowes, to mend the match withall: 4 
And though J might content as god a man, 4 
Vet doth he kerpe in euery coꝛner trulles, 4 
And wcary with his trugges at home, . "is 
Chen rydes he ſtraight to London, there fo;ſoth 3 
He reuelles it among ſuch filthie ones, it 
As counſels him to make away his wyfe: 1 
Thus liue I dayly in continuall feare; 1 
In ſozrow, ſo dilpairing of redzes 1. 
As cuery dap J wich with harty pꝛaper, 
That he oꝛ J were taken fozth the wozlde. 
Gre, Now truſt me miſtres Ales, it greucth me, 
So faire a creature ſhould be ſo abuſed. 
Why who would haue thought the ciuill fir,ſo ſollen, 1 
He lokes ſo ſmathly now fye vpon him Churle, $ 
And if he liue a day he liues to long, | 1 
But frolick woman, J ſhall be the man, 
Shall ſet you fre from all this diſcontent: | — wn 
And if the Churle denp mp intereſte, : 5 
And will not yelde my leaſe into my hand, | z 
Ile pape him home, what cuer hap to me, 1 
Ales. But ſpeake you as vou thinke? 
Gre. J Gods my witnes, J meane plaine dealing, 
Foꝛ J had rather die then loſe my land. | : 
Ales. Then maiſter Greene becounſailed by me 
Indaunger not pour ſelfe, fo2 ſuch a Churle, 
But hyze ſome Cutter foz to cut him ſho2t, 
And her's ten pound, to wager them with all, 
» Then he is dead you ſhall haue oY moze. 


And 


The Tragedy of M, Arden 
And the lands * my hulband is poſſeſt, 


+ Shall be intytled as they were befoze. 


Gre. Mill pou kape pꝛomiſe with me? 

Ales. Oz count me falſe and periurde, whilſt J liue, 

Gre. Then hares my band Ile haue him ſo diſpatcht, 
Ve vp to Londen ffratght, Jte thet er poaſt, 

And neuer reit, til J haue compaitit, 
Tull then farewell. 
Als. Sad Foꝛtune follow all your foꝛ ward thoughts 
Exit Grene. 
And whoſocuer dath attempt the derde, 
A happie hand J wich and ſo farewell. 
All this goes well, Poſbie Jlong fo2 th 
To let tyee know all that { haue contriued, 
Here mach Mo»bie & Clatke. 

Mos Ho now Ales whats the newcs, 

Ales. Such as will content thee well warte hart, 

Moſ. Vell let them paſſe a while, and tell me Ales, 
Ho w haue you dealt, and tempered with my ſiſter 
What will he haue mp neighbour Clarke, oz no: 

Ales, What . Moſbie let him wooe him ſelf, 
Thinke you that maides loke not foz faire wozdes, 
Go to her Clarke ſhes all alone within, 

Michaell my manis cleane out of her bokes. 

Clarke I thanke you miſtres Arden, J will in, 
And it faire Suſan, and à can make agree, 

._ Pou ſhall command me to the vttermoſt. 


Aàs karre as either gods o:lyfe may ſcreatch. Exit Clark. 


Mos, Now Ales lets heare thy newes? . 

Ales. They be ſo gad, that J muſt laugh foz i 10P, 
Bekoze IJ can begin to tell my tale, 

Mos. Lets heare them, that Jmay laugh fo2 company 

Ales, This mozning P. Greene, dick greene J means; 
From whome my huſband had tye Abby land, 
Came hether railing foꝛ to know the trueth, 


t dhad the la nds by grant. 
Aether my huſband had te by gre 2 — 
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I tould him all, where at he ſtoꝛmd a maine, = 
And ſwoze he wouldery quittance with the Churle, \ 
And if he did denye his entereſt "= 
Stabbe him, whatſoeuer did befall him ſelfe, 


When as J ſawe his choller thus to riſe, qi 
J whetted on the gentleman with wozds | * 
And to conclude, Poſbie, at laſt we grew 1 
To compoſition foz my huſbands death, | =. 
Igaue him ten pound to hire knaues, . 
By ſome deuiſe to make away the Churle: 

When he is dead, he ſhould hauetwentymoze, i: 
And repoſſefſe his foꝛmer lands againe, Bm 
On this we greed,and he is ridden ſtraight 

To London, to bzing his death about. 

Mos, But call you this god newes: 

Ales. Jſwete hart, betheynot? 

Moſ. Twerecherefull newes, to hear the churle wer 
But truſt me Ales J take it paſſing ill, (dead, p 
Pou would be ſo foꝛgetfull of our ſtate, * : ' 
Co make recount of it to euerygrome, » 
That to acquaint each ſfranger with our dziffs, — of 
Chefely incaſe ofmurther,why tis the way, £44 
To make it open vnto Ardens ſelſe. 

And bzing thy ſelfe and me to ruine both, | 
Fozewarnde, foꝛearmde who thꝛeats his enemye " 
Lends him a ſwoꝛd toguarde himſelfe with all. | | 

Ales. J did it foz the belt. 

Moſ. Well, ſeing tis don, cherelp let it pas. 
Vou know this rene, is he nut religions? 


A man Z geſſe oł great deuotion. - 0 — 
| Ales, Be is. 1 K 1 
Moſ. Ehen cweete Ales let it pas, A baut a dzyft is 
Mill quyet all, what euer is amis. {0 
— Here enters Clarke and Suſan. 9 
Ales. How now Clarke, haue you found me falſe? ; 


Did oe plead the matterhard 2 
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But ſo poule graunt me one thing J ſhall aſke, 


The Trax 'caye of M, Arden 
2 arte. Pou did. 5 | 
Mol, And what, tit be amatch, 
Clarke. Amatch,3 faith ſir 3. the day is mine, 
The Painter,laycs his cullours to the lyfe, 
Vis penſel d2aws no ſhadowesin his lone, 
Suſan is mine. oy 
Ales. Pou make her bluſhe. | 
Moſ. What ſiſter is it Clarke muſt be the man? 
du. It reſteth in pour graunt, ſome woꝛ ds are paſt, 
And happely we be growne vnto a match, 
Ik pou be willing that it (hall be ſo: 
Mof. Ah maiſter Clarke, it reſteth at my grant, 
ou ſe mp ſiſter's pet at mp diſpole, 


J am content my ſiſter ſhall be yours, 
Clark, What is it P. Poſbie? 
Moſ. J do remember once in ſecret talke, 


PVou tould me how pou could compound by Arte, 


A crucifix impopſoned: 

That who ſo loke vpon it (ould ware blinde, 
And with the ſent be ſtikeled, that ere long, 

Ye ould dye poyſond, that did view it wel. 
would haue you make me ſuch a crucifix, 

And then zle grant mp ſiſter ſhall be yours, 

Cla. Though J am loath. becauſe it toucheth wle, 
Yet rather 02 Jle leaue ſwate Suſans loue, 

Ile do it, and with all the haſte J may. 
But foꝛ whome is it? 

Ales. Leaue that to vs, why Clarke. is it poſſible. 
That you ſhould paint and dzaw it out pour ſelfe, 
Che cullours being balefull and unpoploned, 

And no wales pzetudice your ſelfe with all? 

Mol. Mell queſtioned Ales, 

Clarke how anſweryou that? 

Cla. Uery eaſily, Ile tell you ſtraight, 

Yow J da wozke of theſe Jmpoyſoned dzugs;... - 
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J faſten on my ſpectacles ſo cloſe, 
As nothing can any way offend mp ſight, 
| Then as I put aleafe withinmynoſe, 
Do put J rubarbe to auoid the ſmell, 
And ſoftly as another woꝛke J paint, 
Mol. Tis very well, but againſt when ſhall J haue it, 
_ Cla, TWithiathis ten dayes, 
Mos, Ewillſcrue the turne. 
Now Ales lets in, and ſ& what chere pou kepe, 
J hope now ch. Arden is from home, 
Poule giue me leaue to play pour huſbands part. | 
Ales. Poſbie ycu know whoſe maiſterof my hart, 
He well may be the maſter of the houſe. Bent, 
Here enters Greene and Brad{haw, | 
Brad. Se pou them that coms ponder . rene? 
Gren. J very well, do you know them? 
Nere enters Blacke Will and Shakebagge. 
Brad The one J knowenot, but he ſeemes aknane, 
Chaſly fo2 bearing the other company; 
Foz ſuch a ſlaue, ſo vile a roge as he, 
pues not againe vppon the earth, 
Black- will is his name I tell pou M. Greene, - 
At Bullome he and J were fellow ſouldiers, 
-* Where he plaid ſuch pꝛankes, 
As ail the Campe feard him foz his villany; 
I warrant pou he beares? do bad a minde, 
That foꝛ a croune hele murther any man. 
Gre. The fitter is he foꝛ my purpoſe mary. 
Will. Bow now fellow Bzadſhaw, 
TWhether away ſo earely? 
Brad. O Witli times are changed, no fellows now, 
Though we were once together in the field, | 
Pet thy freend to do thee any god J can. 
Will Why Bzadſhawe was not thou and J, 


Fellow ſouldiers at Bulloine: (grome? 
Wher J wasacozpozall; and thou but a baſe —_— 
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In one night. 


| Foz J kepe that ſame honozable minde (hill, low, 


Long haire down his ſhoulders curled, 
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The Tragedy of M. Arden 
No fellowes now, becauſe you are a gouldſmith, 
And haue a lytle plate in your ſhoppe, 
Pou were-cladde to call me fellow Will, 
And with a curſy to theearth, 
Dae ſnatchgod cozpozall. 
Mhen J ſtole the halle Dre from 3ohn the vitler. 
And domincer'd with it, amongſt god fellowes, 


Brad, J Will,;thoſe dayes are paſt with me, 
Will. J but they be not paſt with me. 


God neighbour 1Bzadſhaw vou are to pzoude to be mp fel- 
But were it not that J ſe moze company comming down 
The hill, J would be fellowes with pou once moꝛe, 


And chare Crownes with pou to. 


But let that pas, and tell me whether vou goe. 
Brad. To London Mill, about a pecce of ſeruice, 
TUherein happely thou maiſt pleaſure me. 
Will. What is it⸗ 
Brad. Of late Lozd Cheiny loſt ſome plate, 


Mhich one did bꝛing, and ſoulde it at my ſhoppe, 


Saying he lerued ſir Antony Coke, 
A ſearch was made the plate was found with me, 
And J am bound to anſwer at the ſpſe, 
Now Loꝛd Cheinp ſolemnly vowes, 
If law will ſerue him, hele hang me foz his plate, 
Now J am going to London vpon hope, 
To finde the fellow, now Mill J know 
Zhou art acpuainted with ſuch companions. 
Will , What manner of man was he? 
Brad. Aleane faced wꝛithen knaue, 
Hauke nol de, and verye hollow eied 
With mightye furrowes in his fo:mye bzowes, 


Vis Chinne was bare, but on his vpper lippe, 
A mutcþado, which be wound about his eare, 
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win. Nhat apparell had he, | 
Brad. A watchet ſattin doublet all to tozne, 


The inner ſide did beare the greater ſhow, 


A paire of thʒed bare Ueluet hoſe ſeame rent, 
A woſted tockin rent aboue the ſhoe, 

A luer cloake, but all the lace was of, 

CT was bad, but pet it ſerued to hide the plate, 

Will. Sirra Shakebagge, canſt thou remember 
Since we trould the boule at Sittingburgh, 
Where J bꝛoke the Tapſters head of the Lyon 
With a Cudgill ſticke? | 

Shak. 3 very well Will. 


Will, Why it was with the money that the plate was 


Sirra Bꝛadſhaw what wilt thou giue hun (ſould foz: 
That can tell the whoſoulde thy plate? 
Brad. Who J p:ay the god Will, 
Will. Thy twas one Jacke Fitten, 
He's now in Newgate, fo; ſtealing a hozſe, 
| And (halt be axrainde the next ſiſe. 

_ Brad. Why then et LozdC heiny ſ&k Jack Fittefozth 
Foz Ile backe and tell him, who robbedhimof his plate, 
Chis cheres my hart M. Grene, Ile leaue you, 

Foz I muſt to the Ile of Sheppy with ſpede, 

Greene Wefoze pou go let me intreat pon 
To carry this letter to miſtres Arden of Feuerſhame, 
And humbly recommend me to her ſelfe. 

Brad, That will 4. Orene, and ſo farewell, 
ere Mul, theres a Crowne foz thy god newes. 

Exit Bradſhawe. 

Will. Farewell Bzadſhaw, 
Ile dzinke no water foꝛ thy ſake, whileſt this laſfs: 
Now gentleman, thall we haue pour company to London, 

Gre. Nay ſtap ſirs, a lytle moze Jnedsmuſte vſe your 
And in a matter of great conſequence, | (help 
Wherein it youle be ſecret andpzofound, / 


Ale gtue r ou twenty Angels foz your pames. | 
C. 4 Will 
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Will. Howe twenty Angellszgiuc my fellow 
Geo2ae ſhakbag and me, twenty Angels, 


And ik thoult haue thy owuc father llaine, 


That thda mayſt inherit his land. wele kill him, 
Shalk. I thy other, thy lilter, thy bꝛother, oz all thy 
Gre. Well this it is, Arden of Feuerſhame, (hin 


Vath highly wꝛongd me about the Abby land, 


That no reuendge but death will ſerue the turne⸗ 


Till yon two kill him, heres the Angels downe, 


And J will lay the platfoꝛme of his death: 

, Will. Plat me no platfoꝛmes giue me the moncy, 
And ile fav him as he ſtands piſſing againſt a wall, 
but Ile kill him. 

Fha, Wherets he? 
Greene, He is now at London, in Alderſgate ſir&te, 
Shale. Hess dead, as if he had bene condemned 
By an ac ofparitament if once Black Wall and J 
Swearehis death, 
Gre. Bere is ten pound, and when he is dead, 
Ye (hall haue twenty moze: 
Will. Pr fingers itches to be at the peſant, 
Ah that I might be (ct a wozkv thus thzough the pœre, 
And that murther would grow to an occupation: 
That a man might without daunger of law, 


Tounds J warrant, ſhould be warden ol the company, 


Come let vs be going, and wele bate at Kocheſter, 
Where Ile giue the a gallon of Sack, 
Co hanſell the match with all. Exeunt, 
4 Herceenters Michael, 
Mich. Va haue gotten ſuche a letter, 
As will touche the Painter, And thus it is. 
Here enters Arden and Francklin, and heares 
Michaell read this letter. 


My duerye remembred Miſtres Suſan, hoping in God you be in 


good health, as I Michaell was at the maling beereof. This 10 


certiſie you, that as the Turtle true, when ſhe hath loſt her fond 
et 
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ſitteth alone, ſo I mourning for yourabſence, do walk 1p and down. 


. Poules, til one day I fella ſleepe and loſt my maiſters Pantophelles. 
Ah miſtres Suſan abboliſhe that paltry Painter, cut him off by the 
ſhines with afrowning looke of your crabed countenance, think. 
vpon Mic haell, who druncke With the dreg ges of your fauour wil 
cleaue a5 faſt to your loue,as aplaſter of Puch to a gald horſe back 


Thus hoping you will let my paſſions penetrate, or rather mpetrate 


mercy of your meeke hands, I end. 
Yours Michaell, or els not Michaell. 
Ard. My vou paltrie knaue, 
Stand you here loptering, knowing my affaires, 
What haſte my buſines craues to ſend to kent? 
Frau. Faith frend Pichaell, this is very ill, 
- Knowing your maiſter hath no moze but you, 
And do yeſlackehis buſines foꝛ your owne? 
Ard, (QUbereis the letter ſirra, let me ſe it, 
Thenhe giues him the letter. 
See maiſter Francklin, heres pꝛoper ſtuffe, 
Suſan my maid, the Painter, and mp man, 
A crue of harlots all in loue fozſœth, 
Sirra let me heare no moꝛe of this. 
Now foz thy lyfe, once wꝛite to her a wo2de, 
Here enters Grene, Will, and Shakebag, 
Milt thou be married to ſo baſe a trull. 
Lis Moſbies ſiſter, come J once at home, 
Ile rouſe her from remaining inmp houſe: 
Now P. Francklin let vs go walke in Paules, 
Come, but a turne oz two and then away, Exeunt 
Gre. The firſt is Arden, and thats his man 
The other is Francklin Ardens deareſt trend 
Will. Zounds Ile kill them all tar, 
Gre. Nay ſirs, touch not his man in any caſe, 
But ſtand cloſe, and take you fitteſt ſtanding, 
And at his comming foꝛth ſpede him: 


To the Nages head, ther is thiscowards haunt, 
E be don: . 


- E 
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of Feuershame, 
Sha. If he be not paid his owne nere kruſt ſhakebagge, 
WII. Sirra Shakbag, at his comming ſoꝛth 
Ile runne him thzough,and then to the blachfrars, 


And there take water anda waz. 


Sha. hy thats the belt, but le thou milſe him nok. 
Wil. Bow ran 3 miſſe him when J thinke on the foztye 


Angels J mult haue moze. 


Here enters a Prentiſe, 
Prentiſe, Cis very late, J were beſt ſhute vp mp ſtall, 
Foꝛ hare will be ould filching when the pꝛeſlſe comes foozth 


of Paules. Then lettes hedowne his window, and it 


breaks Black Wils head. 
Wil. Zounds dꝛaw Shakbag dzaw, Jam almoſt kild. 
Pren. Wele tame you J warrant. 
WII. Zounds J am tame enough already, 
Here enters Arden, Fran. & Michael. 
Ard, What trubleſome frap ez mutany is this: 
Fran Tis nothing but ſome b2abling paltry fray. 

Deuiſed to pick mens pockets in the thzong, 

Ard, Iſt nothing els? come Franklin let vs away. Excunt 
Wil, What mends(hal J haue fo2 my bzoken bead? 
Pren. Mary this mends, that if you get younot away 

All the ſoner,you hall be well beaten and ſent to the coun- 
fer. © Exitprentile, 

Wil. Well Ile begone,but loke to pour fignes, 

Fo2 Ile pull themdown all. 

Shakbag my bꝛoken head greeues me not ſo much, 

As by this meanes Arden hath eſcaped, 

Here enters Greene. | 

J had a glimiſe of him and his companion, 

Gre. Why ſirs, Arden s as wel as 1. 

Imet him and Fr going merrilly to the o2dinary, 

What dare vou not da it?: _ -** (agate, 
Wil. Pes fir we dare do it, but were myconſent to giue 

Me would not do it vnder ten pound moze. 


* 


— — 
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of F euershame. 


IJ haue had ten pound to ſteale a dogge, 
And we haue no moze heere to kill a man, 
But that a bargane is a bargane, and ſo ſoath, 
Pou ſhould do it your ſelfe. 
Gre. J pꝛap the how came thy head bzoke, 
Will. Why thou ſeeſt it is b;zoke,voſt thou not. 7 
Sha, Stãding againſt a ſtaule, watching Ardens coming, | 
A boy let down his ſhop window, and bꝛoke his head. 198 
Mherevpon aroſe a bzaul,and in the tumult | | ! 
Arden eſcapt vs, and paſt by vathought on. 
But fo2berance is no acquittance, 
Anothertime wele do it J warrant the, | 

Gre, I p2ay the will make cleane thy blodie bzow, 9 
And let vs bethink vs on ſome other place, f 
Where Arden map be met with handſomlp. 
Remember how deuoutly thou baſtſwozne, 

To kill the villaine thinke vpon thyne oath- 

Will. Tuſb, Jhaue bzoken ſiue hundzed oathes, 
But wouldſt thou charme me to effec this dede? 
Cell me of gould my reſolutions ſee, 
Say thou (eſt Boſbiekneling at my knees, 1 
Dffcing me ſeruice fo2 my high attempt: 
And ſwerte Ales Arden with a lap of crownes. 

Comes with a lobolp curſp to the earth. 

Saping take this, but fo2 thy quarterige, 

Such verelꝑ tribute will Janſwer thee. 

Why this would ſteale ſoft metled cowardice, 

With which black Mill was neuer tainted with. 

I tell the Greene the fozlozne trauailer, 

Whoſe lips areglewed with ſommers parc hing heat, [ 

Nerelonad ſo much toſ& a running bzwoke, 4 

As J to ſiniſh Ardens Tragedy, 

Seeſt thou this goare that cleaneth to my face 

From hence nere will J walh this blody Caine, q 

Wil Ardens hart bepanting in my band. : 

Gre. Why thats welſaid, but what ſaith ſhakbag? _ 
D. 2 & Itannot is 


T be Tragedy of M. Arden 
Shak, J cannot paint my valour out with wozds, 
But gine me place and oppoꝛtunitie, 
Such mercy as the taruenLyones 
Ahen ſhe is dꝛy ſuckt of her eager poung: 
Shoes to the pꝛap that next encounters her, 
Du Arden ſo much pitty would J take. 
Gre, So ſhould it faire with men of firme relolue, 
And now ſirs ſeing this accident, 
Dr mating him in Paules hath na ſucceſſe: 
Let vs bethinke vs on ſome other place, 
Mhoſe earth may ſwallow vp this Ardens blode. 
Here enters Michaell, 
Se vonder comes his man, and wat you what, 
The foliſh knaue is in loue with Molbies ſiſter, 
And koz her ſake whoſe loue he cannot get, 
Unleſſe Poſ bie ſolicit his ſute. 
The villaine hath ſwozne the laughter of his maiſter, 
A ele queſt ion him, foꝛ he may ſtead vs muche: 
Yow now MPichael whether are you going? 
Mic. Py maiſter hathnew ſupt, 
And Jam going to pꝛepare his chamber 
Gre, Where ſupt P. Arden? 
Mic. At the Nages head at the 18 pence o2dinarye, 
How now P. Shakbag, what Black Mil, | 
Gods dere lady, how chaunce your face is ſo blody⸗ 
Wil. Go to ſirra, there is a chaunce init. 
This ſaweines in vou wil make you be knockt. 
Mic. Nay and vou be otfended ile be gone. 
Gre. Stay michael vou maꝝ not ſcape vs ſo. 
Michael Jknowe you loue your P. wel. 
Mic. Why ſo J do, but wherefoze vidge you that? 
Gre. Becauſe J thinke you loue pour miſtres better, 
Do think not J, but ſay, yfaith what if J ſhould? 
Shak. Come to the purpoſe Michael. we heare 


Pou haue a pꝛetty love in Feuerſhame, Ay 
Nc. Why haue 4 twooz thee, whats that to the? 


* 
— — 
* 


of Feuerſbame. 


Wil, Pou deale to mildelp, with the peſant, thus it is, 
Tis kowne to vs you loue moſbies ſiſter. 
We know beides that pou haue tanc your oath, 
To further ol bie to pour miſtres bed, 
And kili your . fo2 bis ſiſters ſake, 
Now fir, a pozer coward then pour ſelfe, 
Was neuer foſtered in the coaſt of ent. 
Yow comes it then, that ſuch aknaue as pou 
Dare ſweare a matter of ſuch conſequence? 
Gre. Ah will. | 
Will. Tuch giue me leaue, thers nomoze but this, 
Sith thou haſt (wozne, we dare diſcouer all, 
And hadit thou o2 ſhouldſt thou vtter it, 
We haue deuiſed a complat vnder hand 
That euer (hall betide to any of vs: 
To ſend the roundly to the dineil of hell. 
And therefoze thus, J am the very man, 
Markt in mp birth howze by the deſtpnies, 
To giue an end to Ardens lyfe on earth, 
Thou but a member, but to whet the knife, 
Thoſe edge muſt ſearch the cloſet of his bʒeaſt. 
Thy office is but to appoint the place, 
And traine thy . to his tragedy. 
Pyne to per fozme it, when occaſion ſerues. 
Chen be not nice, but here deniſe with vs, ; 
Yow and what way,we may conclude his death. 
Sha. So ſhalt thou purchaſe, Moſbie foz thy frend 
And by his frendſhip gaine his ſiſters lone. 
Gre, So ſhal thy miſtres be thy fauozer, 
And thou diſburdned of the oath thon made. 
Mic, Tel gentlemen J cannot but confeſle, 
Sith you haue vꝛoged me (0 aparantly, 
That J haue vowed my P. Ardens death, 
And he whoſe kindly loue and liberall hand, 
Doth challenge naught but god deſerts ol me. 
A wil delyuer ouer to pour hands. 
| D. 2 | This 
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The hunger bitten Woulfe o0zep2ycs his hant, | 
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The Tragedye of M. Arden 


Chis night come to his houſe at Alderſgate, 
The doꝛes Ile leaue vnlockt againſt you come. 
No ſoner ſhall ve enter thꝛough the latch, 
Ouer the thꝛeſholde to the inner court. 
But on pour lett hand ſhall you ſc the ſtaires. 
That leads dirediꝑ tomy . chamber, 
There take him and diſpoſe him as pe pleaſe, 
Hob it were god we parted company, 
Cahat J haue pꝛomiled, J will perfozme. N 
Wil. Should pou deceiue vs, twould go wzong w you, 
Mic. Iwill accompliſh al J haue reucalde, (a dog 
Wil. Come let's go dꝛinke, choller makes me as depe as 
Exeunt Will, Gre. and Shak. 
5 Manet Michaell. 
Mic. Thus fedes the Lambe ſecurely on thedowne, 
Ah ilſt through the thicket of an arber bzake, 


And takes adnantage to eat him vp. 5 
Ah harmeles Arden how, how halt thou miſdone, 

That thus thy gentle lpfe is leueld at, 

The many gad turnes that thou haſt don to me, 

Now muſt J quitance with betraying the. | 
I that ſhould take the weapon in my hand, | 

And buckler the from ill intending foes.” 

Do lead the with a wicked fraudfall ſmile, 

As vnluſpeded, to the laughterhouſe: _ 

Do haue J ſwozne to ol by and my miſtres. 

Do haue 3 pꝛomiſed to the laughtermen, 

And ſhould J not deale currently with them, 

Their lawles rage would take reuenge on me, 


Tuch J will ſpur ne at mercy fo2 this once. 


Let piftie lodge where feble women ly. 
x am reſolued and Arden needs muſt die. Exit Michaell. 
| Here enters Arden & Fran. 
Arden, No Francklin no, if feare oz to2my thzets, 
Ifloue ot me, oꝛ care of womanhode, - | 


A 
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of Feuerſ hame. b | 
If feare of God, oꝛ common ſpeach of men, | bY 
Who mangle credit with their wounding wozds, h Th 
And cooch diſhonoz,as diſhono; buds. f 


Pight ioyne repentaunce in her wanton thoughts, 
No queſtion then but ſhe would furne the lcafe, 
And ſozrow foz her deſolution, 
But ſhe is roted in her wickednes 
Pervuerſe and ſtobburne, not to be reclaimde, 
©od counſell is to her as raine to wa des 
And repꝛehenſion makes her vice to grow, 
As Hydraes head that periſht by decap. 
Her faults me think are painted in my face, 40 
Foz euerp ſearching eye to auer rete. N 
And Polſbies name, a ſcandale vnto myne. 9 
Is daply trenched in my bluſhing bzow. 1 
Ah Francklin Francklin, when I think on this, 
My harts arefe rends my other powers, 
Maooꝛſe then the conflict at the houre of death, 1 
Farn. Gentle Arden leaue this ſad lament, £ 
She will amend, and ſo pour grefes will ceaſe | 
Oꝛels ſhele die, and ſo pour ſozrows end, f 
Ik neither of theſe two do happelp fall, - 
Pet let your comfozt be, that others beare 
Pour woes twice doubled all with patience. 
Ard. My houſe is irkſome, there J cannot reſt. 4 
Fra. Then ſtay with me in London, go not home. j 
Ard. Then thatbaſe Poſ bie doth vſurpe my rome, f 
And makes his triumphe of mpbeing thence, | 
At home, oz not at home, where ere J be. 
Meere heere it lyes,ah Francklin here it lyes, 
That wil not out till wzetched Arden dies, 
; Here enters Michaell. 
Fra, Fe2get your greefes a while, hr coms yourman, 
Ard. Mhat a Clock iſt firra? 
Mic, Almoſt ten. | | 
Aud. Del bote runnes away the weary time 
— 2 
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The Tragedy of M. Arden 


| Come P. Franklin,ſhal we go to bed. 


Exeunt Arden & Michaell. 
Manet Francklm. 


Fran. 3 p2ay you go befoze, Jie follow you, 
Ah what ahell is fretfull Jelouſie: 


. What pitty moning wozds: what derpe fetcht lighes- 


What greeuous grones/ and oneriading woes, 


| Accompanies this gentle gentleman. 


Now will he ſhake his care oppꝛeſſed head, 

Then fir his ſad eis on the ſollen carth, 

Aſhamed to gaze vpon the open world. 

Now will he caſt his eyes vp towards the heaucns, 
Loking that wates fo2 redzeſſe of wzong, 

Some times he ſceketh fo beguile his ariefe, 

And tels a ſtoꝛp with his carefulltongue. 

Then comes his wiues diſhonoꝛ in his thoughts, 


And in the middle cutteth of his tale 


Powꝛing freſh ſoꝛrow on his weary lims. 
So woe begone ſo inlye charged with woe, 
Aas neuer any lpued and bare it ſo. 
Here enters Michaell. 
Mic. My P. would deſire you come to bed. 
Fra. Is he himſelſe already in his bed? 
Exit Fran. Manet Mic. 

Mic. He is and faine would haue the light away, 
Conflicting thoughts incamped in my b2elt 
Awake me with the Echo of their ſtrokes: 
And Ja iudge to cenſure either ſive, 


Can cine to neither wiſhed vidoꝛp. 


My maſters kindnes pleads to me fo2 lyfe, 
Withiuſt demaund, and J muſt grant it him. 

Py miſtres lhe hath fozced me with an dat. 
Foz @uſans ſake the which J may not bzeake, 
Foz that is nearer the a maſters loue. 


Thatgrimfaced — — black — 


0 f Feuershame. | j N 
Two Ruffer Ruffins neuer liued in Bent, "1 

Haue ſwoꝛne my death if I infrindge my vow, - 1 
A dꝛeadfuli thing :o be confidred of, "4 
Me thinks I ſe them with their bolſtred haire, 15 
Staring and grinning in thy gentle face, 4 
And in their ruthles hands, their dagers dzawne, 


Inſulting oze there with a peck of dathees. 4 
UWhileſt thou ſubmiſſiue pleading fo2 relefe, | 24 | 
Art mangled by their trefullintruments. | 

Me thinks J heare them aſke where Pichaell is ö 


And pittiles black Mill, crpes ſtab the flaue. 
The Peſant will deten the Tragedy. 
The wꝛincles in his fowle death thzeatning face, 5 
Gapcs open wide, lpke graues to ſwallow men. 
My death to him is but a merryment, 
And he will murther me to make him ſpoꝛt. 
He comes he comes ah . Francklin helpe, 
Call vp the neighboꝛs oꝛ we are but dead 
Here enters Fran. & Arden. 
Fran. What diſmall outer tals me from my reſt? | | 
Ard, What bath occaſiondſuch a fearefull crpe: | 
Speake Pichaell,hath any imurde the? 
Mic. Nothing ſir, but as ] fell a flæpe, 
Upon the thꝛeſhoide le aning to the ſtaires. 
J hada fearefull dꝛeame that troubled me, 
And in my llumber thought J was beſet, 
With murtherer theeues that came to rifle me. 
My trembling ioints witnes my inward keare. 
I traue your pardons foꝛ diſturbing you. 
Ard. Do great acry foz nothing, à nere heard. 
Nhat, are the doꝛes faſt lockt: and al things ſafe? 
Mic. Jcannot tel, J think J lockt the does. 
Ard. J like not this, but Ile go ſæ my felfe, 
Nere truſt me, but the doꝛes were all vnlockt. 
This negligence not halſe contenfeth me. 
Get you to bed, and if you lone my fauour, 


—U BH — 2 A ET A RE 
* 


The Tragedye o f M. Arden 


Tt me haue no moe ſuch pꝛanckes as theſe 


Come M. Francklin, let vs go to bed. 
Farn. I be my Faith. the aire is very colde, Exeunt 
Michaell farewell, J pꝛap thee dzeame no moze. 


Sha. Black night hath hid the pleaſurs of p dap. 
| Here enters Will, Gre. and Shak. 


And ſheting darkneſſe ouerhangs the earth, 


And with the black folde of her cloudy robe, 


Obſcure vs from the c1cfight of the wozlde, 
In which (wete lence ſuch as we triumph. 


Lhelayſic minuts linger on the ir time, 


Loth to giue due audit to the howze: 
Til in the watch our purpoſe be complete, 
And Ardenſent to euerlaſt ing night, 
Greene get pon gone, and linger here about, 
And at ſome houre hence, come to vs againe, 
Where we will giue pou inſtance of his death . 
Gre. Sperde to my wiſh whoſe wil ſo ere (ayes no, 
And ſo ile leaue vou foʒ an howꝛe 02 two. Exit Gre. 
Will. J tel tbe Shakebag, would thie thing wer don, 
J am ſo heaup that J can ſcarſe go: 
This dꝛowſines in me bods little god. 
Shake, Yownow Mill become a pꝛetiſſian. 
Nay then lets go llæpe, when buges and ſcares, 
Shall kill our courages with their fancies wozke, 
Will. Why Shakbagge thou miſtakes me much, 
And wꝛongs me to in telling me of feare, 
Wert not a ſerious thing we go about, 
It ould be llipt, til 3 had fought with ther: 
To let the know J am no coward J, 
I tel thee Shakbag thou abuſeſt me. 


Sha. Why thy ſpeachtew23icd an inlye kind offeare, 


And lauourd of a weak relenting ſpirit, 


Cotfo2zwardnow in that we haue begonne. 

And afterwards attempt me when thou dareſt 
Wil. And ik Jdonot heauencut me ol, 

But let that paſſe, and ſhowmeto this houle. 


of Feuershame. 


TU here thou ſhalt ſe& Ile do as much as Shakbag. 
Sha. This is the doꝛe, but ſoft, me thinks tis tut, 
Che villaine Pichaell hath deceined vs, 
Wil. Soft let me le, ſhakbag tis ſhut᷑ indad. 

Knock with thy ſwoꝛd perhaps the ſlane will heare, 
Sha. It wil not be, the white liuerd peſant is gon to bed 
And laughs vs both to ſcoꝛne. 

W1l. And he ſhall by his mirriment as deare, 
As euer coiſtrell bought ſo little ſpozr, 
Nere let this ſwoꝛde aſſiſt me when Jnede, 
But ruſt and canker afcer 3 haue lwozne: 
If I the nert time that Jmete the hind, 
Loppe not awap his leg his arme oꝛ both, 
Sha. And let me neuer dꝛaw a ſwoꝛd againe, 
Noz pꝛoſper in the twilight, cockſhut light, 
When J would fleece the weithie paſſenger, 
But ly and languiſh in a loathſome den: 
Yated and ſpit at by the goers by. 
And in that death may die, vnpittied. 
It Ithe next time th it Jmecte the ane, 
Cut not the noſe from of the cowards face, 
And trample ornit, fo: this villanp. | 
ui. Come lets go ſekeont Gren Jknowhele ſwear 
Sha. Ye were a villane and he would not ſweare, 
CT would make a peſant ſweare amongſt his boyes. 
Chat nere durltſay befoze but vca and no. 
To be thus flouted of a copſterel. 
Will. Shakbag lets ſgke out Orten t in the mozning 
At the Alehouſe butting Ardens houſe, 

Match the out comming of that pꝛick eard cur, | 
And thenletme alone to handle him. Exeunt, 
Here enters Ard. Fra, & Michaell, 

Ard. Sirra get pou back to billenſgate, 
And learne what time the tide will ſerue our turne, 
Come to vs in Paules,firſt go make the bed, 
And afterwards go harken _— floude. Exit Michaell. 


ome 


But vſe it not, tis but a mockery: 


T be Tragedy of M. Arden 


Come . Francklin,you ſhall go with me, 


This night Jdzeamd that being in a parke, 

A tople was picht to ouerthꝛow the deare. 

And J vppon a little ryſing hill, 

Stoode whiſtelp watching fo2 the herds app2och, 
Euen there me thoughts a gentle ſlumber toke me, 
And ſommond all my parts to ſwete repoſe. 

But in the pleaſure of this golden reſt, 

An ill thewd foſter had remoued the tople, 

And rounded me with that begupling home. 

Ahich late me thought was piteht to caſt the deare, 
Tlith that he ble w an euill ſounding hozne, 

And at the noiſe an other heard man came: 


Aith Fauchon dzawn, and bent it at mp b2eff. 
Crx ping aloud thou art the game we ſeeke, 


CUith this J wakt, and trembled encry topnt, 
Lyke one oſcured in a lptle buſhe, | 
That ſess a lpon foꝛaging about, 


And when the dꝛeadfull foꝛreſt king is gone, 
Ve pꝛpes about, with timerons ſuſpect; 


Chꝛoughout the thoꝛny taſements of the bꝛake, 
And will nat think his perſon daungerles. 
But quakes and ſhewers though the cauſe be gone. 


So truſt nie Francklin when J did awake, 


J ſtode in doubt whether J waked oz no: 


Buch great impꝛeſſion toke this ſond ſurpꝛile: 
Sod graunt this viſion bedeeme me any god. 


Fran. This fantaſſie doeth riſe from ꝙichaels feare. 
Cho being awaked withihenople he made, 
Vis troubled ſences,yct could take no reſt, 


And this J warant you pzocured your dꝛeame. 


Ard. It may be ſo God frame it to the beſt, 
But often times my dꝛeames pꝛeſage to trew. 
Fran. To ſuch as note their nightly fantaſics,. . 
Some one in twenty may incurre beliefe, 


Ard, 


of Fenerſbame. 


Ard, Come . Francklin wele now walke in ae es 
And dyne togeather at the ozdinary, 
And vy my mans direction dzaw tothekey, 
And with the tyde go down to Feuerſhame, 
Say P. Francklin (hall it not be ſo⸗ 
Francklin. At pour good pleaſure fir, 


Ile beare you companye, Excunt. 
Here enters Nlichaellat one doore. 


Here enters Grene, Will, and Shakebag, | 
at anotherdoore, 
\\ 1], Dꝛaw Shakbag,foz hars that villaine Pichael, 
Gre. Firſt Mill lets heare what he can ſay, 
Wil peak milkeſope Caue, 2 neuer after ſpeake. 
Mic. Foz Oods lake ſirs let me excuſe my ſelfe. 
Fo: heare I ſweare by heauen and earth and all, 
I did perfoꝛme the outmoſt of my taſk, 
And left the doꝛes vabolted and bnlockf, 
But ſe thechaunce Fzancklin and my maſter, 
_ UVercveroplate conferring tn the pozch, 
And Francklm left his napkin where he ſat, 
Uith certain gould knit init, as he laid 
Be ing in bed, he did bethinbe himſelke, 
And comming down, he found the dozes vnſhut, 
Ve lockt the gates, and bzought away the keyes 
Fo2 which offence my maſter rated me, 
But now Xx am going to ſee what flode if is, 
Joꝛ with the tyde my P. will away, 
Uhcre you map frons him well on Kaynum downe, 
_ Aplace well fitting ſuch a ſtratageme. 
Wil. Pour excuſe hath ſomewhat molpũed my choller, 
Why now Gzenec tis better now noz erett was, 
Cre, But Michaell is this trew? 
Mic, Astrewas J repoꝛt it to be trew. 
Shak. Then Pichaell this ſhall be your pennance, 
To feaſt vs all at the @alutation, | 


Where we wil plat our purpoſe th2onghly- 
| E. 3 Grene 
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The Tragedy of M. Arden 

Gre, And Michael, vou ſhal bear no newes of this tide 

Betauſe they two may be in Raynũ down befoze your M. 
_ Mic. hy zle aarce to any thing voule haue me. 
Do you will except of my company. Excunt. 

Here enters Molby. | 

- Mol. Difturbed,thougyts dꝛyues me from company, 

And dꝛyes my marrow with their watchfulnes, 
Continuall trouble of mp moody b2aine, 
F&«bles my body by exceſle of dzinke, 
And nippes me, as the bitter Nozthealt wind, 
Doeth check the tender bloſoms in the ſpzing, 
Vell fares the man how ere his cates do taſte 
That tables not with foule ſuſpition: 
And he but pines amongſt his delicats, 
Mhoſe troubled minde is ſtuft with diſcontent. 
My goulden time was when J had no gould, 
Thought then J wanted, pet J ſlept ſecure, 
y daply tople, begat me nights repoſe: 
My nights repoſe made daplight freſh to me. 
But ſince { climbd the toppe bough of the tree, 
And ſought to build my neſt among the clouds. 
Cach gentle ſtacy gaile doth ſhake my bed: 
And makes me dꝛead mpdownfall to the earth, 
But whether doeth contemplation carry me. 
Che way J ſa&ke to finde where pleaſure dwels, 
As hedged behinde me that J cannot back, 
But needs mult on, although to dangers gate: 
Chen Arden periſh thou by that decre. 
Foz Greene doth erre the land and weede thee bp, 
To make my harueſt nothing buf pure co2ne. 
And foz his paines Ile heaue him vp a while, 
And afterſmother him to haue his ware. 
Such bees as Greene, muſt neuer liue to ſting. 
Then is there Michael and the Painter to, 
 Ch2efe ados to Ardens ouerthzow: 
po when they ſhall ſee me ſit in Ardens ſeat, 


They 


of Fenershame, 


They wil inſult vpon me foꝛ my mede, 
Oꝛ fright me by detecting of his end. 
Ale none of that, foꝛ I can caſt a bone, 
To make theſe curres pluck out each others thꝛoat, 
And then am J ſole ruler of mine owne: 
Pet miſtres Arden liues, but ſhe's my ſelſe, 
And holy Churchrites makes vs two, bat one, 
But what foꝛ that J map not truſt you Ales, 
Bou haue ſupplanted Arden fozmy ſake, 
And will ertirpen me to plant another: 
Tis feareful ſlæping in a ſcrpents bed. 
And I wil cleanely rid my hands of yer. 

Here enters Ats. 
But here becomes and q muſi latter her. 
Yow now Ales? what ſad, and paſſionat? 
Make me pertaker of thy penſiuenes: 
Fyꝛe deuided burnes with leſſer fozce. 

Ales But-J will damnue that fire in my bzeaft. 
Till vy the fozce therof,mp part conſume , ah Poſbie. 
Moſ. Such depe pathatres lyke to a cannons *. 
Diſchargde againſt a ruinated wall, 

Bꝛeakes my relenting bart in thouſand pieces, 
Ungentle Ales thy ſozrow is my (oze, 
Thouknowſt it wel, and tis thy pollicy, 

To foꝛge diſtreſſefull loks, to wound a bzeaſk, 
Where lpes a hart, that dies where thou art (ad, 
It is not loue that loues to anger loue. 

Ales. It is not loue, that loues to murther loue. 

Mol, Hob meane pou that? 

Ales. Thou knoweſt how dearly Arden loued me. 

Moſ. And then. 

Ales, And then conceale the reſt, ſoꝛ tis fo bad, 
Leaſt that my woꝛds be tarried with the wind. 

And publiſht in the wozld to both our ſhames, 
J pꝛay the Moſbye let our ſpzingtime wither, 
Our harneſt els willyeald but lothſome weedes. - 
| E. 4+ F daget 
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The Tragedy of M. Arden 


Fo2act I pzay thee what hath paſt bet wir vs, 
Foz now bluſhe and tremble at the thoughts, 


X Mof. Whatare von changde? 


Ales I to my fozmex happy lyfe againe. 


From tytle of an odious ſtrumpets name, 


To honeſt Ardens wife not Ardens honeft wife, 


Va oſbye tis thou haſt riflev me of that, 


And made me ſlaundꝛous to all my kin: 

Cuen in my foꝛehead is thy name ingraueu. 
Ameane art ifecer, that lowe bozne name, 

J was bewitched, woe wozth the haples howze, 


And all the cauſes that inchaunted me: 


Moſ. Nay if thou ban, let me bꝛeath curſes fozth, 
And it vou Fandſonicely at pour fame: 
Let me repent the credit J haue loſt, 
J haue negleded matters of tmpozt, 
Cyat would haue ſtated me aboue thy ſfate: 
Fo2ſlowde aduantag:s,andſpurnd at time. 
I Foꝛtunes right han Þoſvie hath foꝛſohe, 
Do take a wanton gi lote by the left, 


Z left the Pariage of n honeſt maid, 
Ad hoſe dowzy woulo haue weped down all thy wealth, 


UUhoſe beauty and demianoꝛ farre exceeded the. 
This certaine god J loſt foz changing bad, 

And wzapt my credit in thy company. 

J was bewitcht, that is no theame of thine, 


And thou vnhallowed haſtenchauntedme: 


But J will bꝛeake fbyſpels,an>ercirſimes, 
And put another ſight vpon theſe eyes, 


> That ſhewed my hart; a rauen foz a dowe. 


Thou art not faire, I vieud theenot till now. 
Thou art not kinde, till now J knew the not. 
And now the raine bath beaten of thy gilt, 


Chy wozthles copper ſhowes thee counterfet- 
At grieues me not to ſee how foull thou art. 
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of Feuerſ bame. 


So get thee gone, a copeſmate foz thy hyndes. 
Jam to gad to be thy fauozite, 

Ales. J now J ſa, and to ſone find it frew, 
Which often hath bene tould me by my freends: 
That Moſbie loues me not but foz my wealth, 
Cahich to incredulus J nerebeleued, 

Nay heare meſpeake ol bie a woꝛd oz two, 
Ile byte my tongue, if it ſpeake bitterly; 

Loke on me Qoſby,oz Ile kill my lelfe, 4 
Nothing ſhall hide me from thy Jozmp loke; 3 
If thou cry warre, there is no peace foz me f 
J will do pennance fo; offending tha. 

And burne this pꝛaper boke, where J here vſe, 
The holy wo2d that had conuerted me, 

Se Molvie J will teare away the leaues. 

And al the leaues and in this golden couer, 
Shall thy ſwerte phꝛaſes, and thy letters dwell, 1 
And thereon will J chiefly meditate, | —_ 
And hould no other ſea, but ſuch deuotion, ET 
Wilt thou not loke:is all thy loue onerwbhelmde? 

Wilt thou not heare? what malice ſtopes thine eares? 
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hy ſpeaks thou not: what ſilence ties thy tongue? | 1 
Chou haſt bene ſighted, as the vagle is, 4 
And heard as quickly as the fearefull hare: | 


And ſpoke as ſmothly as an ozatoz, 
When J haue bid thee heare. oz ſeæ, 02 ſpeak. 
And art thou ſenſible in none of theſe? | 4 
Waigh all tyy god turns, withithis little fault, 7 
And deſerue not Poſbies muddy lokes. | 
A fenceof trouble is not thickned ſt ill, 'Þl 
Be cleare againe,Jle neremoze trouble the, 1 
Moſ. O no, Jam a baſe artificer, 
Py winges are feathꝛed foꝛ a lowly fight, 
Mol by fyno,not foz a thouſand pound, 
Manke lone to you,wby tis vapardonable, 
We beggers muſt not bzeath — 4 gentiles are. 


Ales 


The Tragedy of M. Arden 
Ales Swete Pol bie is as gentle as a Bing. 


And to blinde, to iudge him otherwiſe, 5 


Flowꝛes do ſome times ſpꝛing in fallow lands, 
Ude des in gardens, Roſes growon thoꝛnes. 
Do what ſo ere my Poſbies father was, 
Himſelfe valued gentle by his wozth. 
Moſ. Ah how you womencan inſinuate, 
And cleare a treſpaſſe with your warte ſet tongue, 
J will fozget this quarrel gentle Ales, 
Pꝛouided Ile be tempted ſo no moze: 
Here enters Bradſhaw, | 
Al, Then with thy lips ſeale vp this new made match 
Moſ. @oft Aiesfo2 herecomes ſome body. 
Ales. Yow now Bꝛadſhaw, whats the news with pou 
Brad. J haue little news but heres a letter. 


That M. Greene impoꝛtuned me to giue you: 


Ales Go in Bꝛadſhaw call foꝛ acuppeof beare. Exit 
Tis almolt ſuppertime, thou halt ſtay with vs. 
Then ſhe readesthe Letter. 
Wẽe haue miſt of our purpoſe at London, but ſhall perform 
it by che waye, Wethanke our neighbour Bradſhaw, 
Yours Richard Greene, 


How lykes my loue the tennoꝛ of this letter? 

Moſ, Well, were his date ee and expired. 
Ales. Ah would it were, 
Then comes iny happy howꝛe. 
Till then my bliſſe is mixt with bitter gall. 
Come let vs in to ſhun ſuſpition. 

Ales. J to the gates of death to follow thee. Exeunt. 

Here enters Greene Will & Shakbag, 

Shak. Came Mill, ſe thy toles be inaredynes? 
Is not thy Powder dancke, .. 
D2 will thy flint ſtryue fpze - 
© Will. Thenaſkeme ii my noſe be on my late. = 3 
D; whether my toung be frolen in my mouth. 2 
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of Feuerſbame. 


' Zonnds heres a cople,you were beſt ſweare mee on the 


intergatozies, how many Piſtols J haue tobe in hand, 


| ©; whether loue the ſmell of gunne powder, 


Oz dare abide the noiſe the dagge will make, 
Oz will not wincke at flaſhing of the fire. 


Z pꝛay the ſhackbag let this anſwer the, 


That J haue toke moꝛe purſes in this down, 
Typen ere thou handle dit piſtols in thy life. 
Sha. Jhappely thou haſt pickt moze in a thzong, 1 
But ſhould J bzagge what bœties J haue toke, 
I think the ouerplus thats moze then thine, 
Would mount to a greater ſomme of monep, 
Then either thou, oꝛ all thy kinne art wozth. 8 
Zounds J bate them as 3 hate a toade, A 
Chat cary amuſcado in their tongue. 
And ſcarce a hurting weapon in their hand. 1 
Wil. O Greene, intollerable, 1 
It is not foꝛ mine honoz to beare this. 5 
Mh ſhakbag J did ſerue the Bing at Bulloyne, 
And thou canſt bꝛagge of nothing that thou haſt done. 
Shak. Why ſo can Jach of Feuerſhame, 
Chat ſounded foz a phillope on the noſe; 
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Then he that gaue it him hollowed in his care. 
Andhe ſuppoſed a Cannon bullet hit him. 1 
Then they fight. | 1 


Grene, J pꝛap vou firs lift to Eſops talk, 
Mhileſt two ſtout dogs were ſtriuing fo2 a bone, 
There comes a cur,and ſtole it from them both, — 
Do while you ſtand ſtriuing on thele termes ol manhode, | 
Arden eſcapes vs anddeceaue vs al. i 
Shake, Why he begun. 
Will. And thou ſhalt finde Jle end. 
J do but lip it vntil better time. ; 
But if J do fo2get. þ 
Then hee kneeles downe and houldes vp a * 
his hands to heauen. 5 ; 
F. 2 5 Gre. 


The Tragedy of M. Arden | 
Grene, Mel take your fitteſt tandings,+ once moze | 
Lime pour twigs to catch this weary bird, 

Ile leaue you,and at your dags diſcharge 
Make towards lyke the longing Water dog, 
That coucheth til the fowling pecce be of; 
Then ceazeth on the pzay with eager made, 
Ah might J ſee him ltretching foꝛth hislimmes, 
As haue ſene them beat their wings ere now. 
Shak. (by that thou ſhalt ſe it he come this way, 
Gre. Pes that he doth ſhakbag J warrant thee; 
VBVurt bzaulnot when J am gone in any caſe, 
But ſirs be ſure to ſpæde him, when he comes, 
And id that hope Ile leaue ycu foz an houre. Exit Gre. 
Niere enters Arden Fran. & Mic. 
Mic. T were beſt that J went back to Rocheſter, 
The hoꝛſe halts down right, it were not god 
He trauailed in ſuch paine to feuerſhame: 
Remoning of a ſhoemap happely help it. 
Ard, Mell get you back to Rocheſter, but ſirra ſe re 
ouertake vs ere we come to Raynum down, 
Fo2 it will be very late ere we get home: 

Mic. J God he knowes,t ſo doth Mill and ſhakebagge, 
That thou ſhalt neuer go further then that downe, 

And therekoze haue J pꝛickt the hoꝛſe on purpoſe, 

Becauſe J would not view the maſſacar. Exit Michael]. 
Arden. Come M. Francklin onwaras with your tale, 
Fran. J aſſure vou ſir, you taſke me much, 

A heaup blode is gathered at my hart, 

And on the ſudden is my winde ſo ſho2t: 

As hindereth the paſſage ol my ſpeach . 

So ferſe a qualme pet neere aſſayled me: 
Ard. Come P. Francklin let vs go on ſoftly, 

The anoyance of the duſt, oꝛ eis ſome meat, 

you eat at dinner, cannot bzooke you: 

2 ba bene often ſo, and ſoone amended. 

Fra, * you remember where my tale didleaue? 


Ard. 
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of Feuerſbame. 
Ard. J, where the gentleman did chek his wife. 
Fran. She being repꝛehended fo2 the fag. 
Caitnes pꝛoduced that toke her with the deed, 
Her gloue bzoght in, which there the left behind, 
And many other aſſured Arguments; | 
He huſband aſkt her whether if were not ſo, 

Ard, her anſwer then, J wonder howſhe lokt, 
Hauing foz\wozne it with ſuch vehement oathes, 

Andat the inſtant ſo appꝛoued vppon her, 

Fra. Firſt did ſhe caſt her eyes down to the earth, 
Watching the dꝛops that fell amaine from thence, 
Chen ſoftly dzawes ſhe fozth her hand kercher, 

And modeſtly ſhe wypes her teare ſtaind face: 
Then hemd ſhe out to cleare her voice ſhould ſeme, 
And with a maieſtp addzeſt her ſelfe, 

To encounter all their accuſations. 

Pardon me P. ArdenJcannomoze: 

This fighting at my hart, makes ſhozte my wynde. 

Ard, Come we are almoſt now at Rapnum downe, 
Pour pzetty tale beguiles the weary wap: 

J would you were in ſtate to tell it out. 
Shak. St and cloſe Mill J heare them cumming. 
Here enters Lord Cheiny with his inen. 

Wil. Stand to it Shakbag, and be reſolute, 

Cord Che. Js it ſo nere night as it ſe mes, 

©; wil this black faced cuening haue a ſhowꝛe: 
What P. Arden,you are well met. 
J haue longd this foꝛtnights day to ſpeake with you, 
You are a ſtranger man in the ile of Shepny, 

Ard. Pour honoꝛs alwayes bound to do you ſeruice, 

Lord Che, Come you from London $nere a man with 

Ard $pp man's comming after, (you? 
But her's my honeſt frend that came along with me. 
Lord Che, Py Lo2d pzotecozs man J take you to be 
Fran, J my god Loꝛd, and highly bound to you, 

Lord Che. Pon & your frendcome home 4 ſup with 721 
F. 3 0 


ry 1 Ne 
ND TE RIO 
4 * 
- 147 
** 


Comes my Lozd Cheiny to pꝛeuent his death. 


The Tra ly of M. PW 


Ard. Jbeſech your honoꝛ pardon me. 
J haue made a pꝛomiſe to a gentle man, 
My honeſt freend to merte him at my houſe, 


The occaſion is great, oꝛ cls would J wait on pou. 


Lord C,.Will yon come to mozrow x dpne with me. 
And bꝛing your haneſt frend along with you: 
IJ haue dpuers matters to talke with you about. 
Arden. Tomozrew wele waite vpon your hono2, 
Lord C. Dneofyouſtaye my hoꝛlt at the top of the hil 
What black Will, foꝛ whoſe purſe wait you? 
Thou wilt be hanged in Rent, when all is done. 
Wil. Not hanged, God (aue pour honoz- 
3 am pour bedeſman, bound to pꝛap foz pou, 
Lord C. I think thou nere ſaideſt pꝛaper in all thy lyfe, 
One of you giue him a crowne, 
And ſirra leane this kinde of lyfe. 
If thou beeft tainted foꝛ a penny matter, 
And come in queſtion. ſurely thou wilt truſſe. 
Come . Arden let vs be going, 


PVoure way and mine lyes foure myle togeather. 8 


Manet Black Wil & Shakbag. 
Wil The Deuill bꝛeak all your necks, at 4myles end, 
Zounds J could kill mp ſelfe fo; very anger. 
His Lozdſhip chops me in, euen when 
Py dagge was leaueld at his hart. | 
J would hiscrowne were molten down his thzoaf, 
Sha. Arden thou haſt wondzous holye luck, 
Did euer man eſcape as thou haſt done. 
Vell Zle diſcharge my piſtoll at the ſkye, 
Fo: by this bullet Arden might not die. 
Hereenters Greene, wo 
Gre. UTlhat is he down, is he diſpatcht? 
Sha. 3 in health towards Feuerſhame, to ſhame vs all 
Gre. The Deuill he is, why firs how eſcapt he? 
ſhak UUhen we were ready to ſhote, 


of Feuerſ bame. 


Grene. The Lo2d of heaven hath pꝛeſerued him, 

Will, Pzeſerued. a figge, the L. Cheiny hath pꝛeſerued 
And bids him to a feaſt, to his houſe at ſhozlow: (bim 
But by the way, once moze Ile mæte with him, 

And if all the Chetnies in the wozld ſay no, 
Ile haue a bullet in his bꝛeaſt to mozrow, 
Therefoze come Grene and let vs to Feuerſhame. 

Gre. J and excuſe our ſelues to miſtres Arden, 
O how ſhele chafe when the heares of this. 

ſha. UUhy ile warrant vou ſhel think we dare not doit 

Wil. Adhy then let vs go,x tell her all the matter. 

And plat the ne wes to cut him of to moꝛrow. Excunt. 
Here enters Arden and his wife, Francklin 
and Michaeil. 

Ard. Se how the how2s the gardeant of heauens gate 
Haue by their toyle remoued the darkſome cloudes. 

That Soll map wel deſerue the trampled pace, 
 UUherein he wount to guide his golden car, 
The ſeaſon fits, come Francklin, lets away, | 

Ales, I thought you did pzetend ſome ſpectall hunt, 
That made you thus cut ſhozte the time of reſt. 

Ard. Jt was no chaſe that made me riſe ſo early, 

But as J tould thee yeſternight to go to the Ale of Sheppy: 
There to dine with mp Lozd Chciny- 
Foz; ſo his hono2 late commanded me, 

Ales. I ſuch kinde huſbands ſeldome want excuſ: 8, 
Home is a wilde Cat, to a wandzing wit, : 
The time hath bene, would Godit were not paſt, 

Chat honoꝛs tptle noz a Lozds command, 

Could once haue dzawne pou from theſe armes o? mine, 
But my deſerts, oz your deſerues decay, 

Oꝛ both, yet if frew loue map ſieme deſert, 

Imerite ſtil to haue thy company. 

Fran, CI Nh J p2ap vou fir, let her go along with vs, 
J am ſure his honoz wil welcome her, 


And vs the moze, foz bzinging her along. 
gs Arden 
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The Tragedy of M. Arden 
Ard. Content, ſirra ſaddle pour miſtres nagge. 
Ales. No, begde fauo2 mexits little thankes, 
' If I ſhould go, our houſe would runne away, 
On els be ſtolne,therefoze Ile ſtay behind, 
Ard, Nay ſe how miſtaking you are, 
J pzap thee goe. . p 
' Ales. Nono,not now. 
Ard. Then let me icavetheſatiſficdin this, 
= That time noꝛ place,ho2 perſons alter me, 
0 But that Jhould the de rer then my like, 
, Ales. Chat will be rene by your quick refurne. 
{ Ard. And that ſhall be ere night and if I live. | 
Farcwellſwete Ales, we mind to ſap with thee Exit Al. 
Fra. Come Pichaell are our hoꝛſes ready? 
Mic, J pour hoꝛſe are ready, but J am not ready, 
Foꝛ 3 haue loſt my purſe, we 
_ Taith ſir and thirtie ſhillinges in it, 
With taking vp of my M. Pagge. 
Fra. Why J pꝛay vou let vs go befoze, 
Whileſt he ſtapes behind to ſeeke his purſe. 
Ard. Go t ſirra, ſc you follow vs to the ile of heppye, 


Tomy Lozd Chepnyes where we meane to dine. 
Exeunt Arden & Francklin. 


Manet Michaell. 
Mic. So faire whether after vou, 

Foꝛ befoze pou lyes, black Mill and ſhakebag. 

In the bzomecloſe, to cloſe foꝛ you, 

Thepyle be your ferrymen to long home, 

: Hereenters the Painter. 

But whois this the Painter, my cozriual, 
| That would nedes winne P. @uſan, | ; 
Clark, Bow now Michael how doth my Pittreſle, 


And all at home? + 
{ - Mic, Whoſuſan oſbye ſheis your Miſtres to 
8 Cla. J How dothſhe,and all the reſt? _ 


Mic. Als well but ſuſanlhe is icke, 


Clark, 


of F exerchawe. | 


Cla, Sick, of what diſeaſe? 8 
Mic. Of agreat feare. L 
Cla. A feare, of what? - i 
Mic. A great feuer. : i W 
Cla. A feuer God fozbidde- | 
Mic. Pes faith, and ot a tozdaine to, | i 
As bigge as your [clfe, 13 

Cla. O Pichael the ſpleane pꝛickles pou. 17 
So ta, vou carry an eye ouer miſtres ſuſan. 

Mic. J faith, to kæpe her from the Painter. 

Cla. Why maze from a Painter, then ttom a ſeruing 

creature like pour ſelfe, 

Mic, Becauſe pou Painters make but a painting ta- 

ble of a pꝛettꝑ wench, and ſpoile her beauty with 
blotting. - 

Cla, What meane you by that? I | 

Mic. Why that you Painters, paint lambes, in the | 

lyning of wenches peticots 
And we ſeruingmen put hoꝛnes to them, to make them be⸗ + 
come ſhæpe. f 

C's, Such another woꝛd wilcof you acuffe oz a knock 0 

Mic. What with a dagge. made of apenlelle 
Faith 'ts to weake, - 

Ano therefo2e thou to weak fo winne ſuſan. | 

Cla, Would ſuſans loue lay vppon thts ſtroke, 

Ihen he breakes Michaels head. 

Here enters Moſby Greene & Ales. 

Ales. Ile lay my lyfe, this is fo; ſuſans loue, 
Stayd you behinde your M to this end? | } 
Vane you no other time to bzable in 1 
But now when ſerious matters are in hand? 
Say Clarke, haſt tou done the thing thou pzomiſed? 

Cla. Iheare it is, the very touch is death 

Ales. Then this 3 hope, it all the rell do faile, 
Wil catch $Þ; Arden, 
Andmakehim wiſeindeath;that liueda tale. 
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The Tragedye of M. Arden 
thy ſchould he thꝛuſt his ſickle in our coꝛne, 


Dz what hath he to do with the nip loue:⸗ 


Oꝛ gouerne me that am to rule my ſelfe, 
Fozſ\oth-foz eredit ſake I mint leaue thee, 
Nay he muTleave to liue, that we may loue, 
May liue map loue;fo2 what is lyfe but loue? 
And loue ſhall laſt as long as lyfe remaines, 


And lyfe ſhall end, bekoꝛe my loue depart. 


Moſ. Why whats loue, without true conftancy? : 
Lyke to a piller built of many Cones: 
Pet neither with god moꝛter, well compact, 
Noz ſemell, to fa7en it in the ioynts. 
But that it ſhakes with euery blaſt of winde. 
And being touche , ſtraiggt fallesvnto the earth, 
And buries all his haughty pzide in dust. 
No let our loue be rot es of Addamant, - - 
Mhich tune noꝛ place, noꝛ tempeſt tan a ſander, . 
Gre. Molbie leaue pꝛoteſtations now. 
And let vs bethinke vs what we haue to da: 
Black Mill and ſhakebag J haue placed, 


In tbe bzome cloſe watching Ardens comming. 


Lets to them, and ſ& what they haue done, 
Here enters Ard. & Fra, 


Ard. Oh ferry man, where art thon? 
Here enters the Ferriman. 


Fer. Here here, goe beloꝛe to the boat. 


Exeunt. 


And J will follow pou. 


Ard. Me haue great haſte, 3 pzay thi come away, 
Fer. y what a miſt is here. 
Ard. This miſt my rend, is miſticall. 

Lyke to « gadcompanions fmoaky bꝛaine, 

What was halfe dzound with new ale oner night. 
Fer. Twere pitty but his (cull were opened, 
1— — 
Fran. Fred whats thy opinion of this milk, " 
Fer. — ona” 
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of Feuershame. 


Chat neuer leaues her huſband till ſhe haue dzinenhim 
out at does, with a wet paire of epes, 
Chen lokes he as it his houſe were a fire, 
Oz ſome of his frends dead. 
Ard, ſpeaks thou this of thine owne ex 


Fer. Perhaps J, aps no: F02 my wyfeis as other 
women are, that is to ſay, gouerned by the Bone. 
Fran. By the Bone, how J pꝛap the? 
Fer. Na thereby lyes a bargane. 
And you ſhall not haue it freſh and faſting. 
Ard. Yes Jpzay the good ferryman. 
Fer. Then fo; this once, let it be midſommer Bone, 
But pet my wyfe as another mone. 
Fran. Another Pone. 
Fer. J, and it hath influences. and Eclipſes. 
Ard. Why tben by this reconing,you ſomtimes 
Play the man inthe Pane. 
Fer. J but you had not beſt to meddle with that mone 
Leal 3 (cratch pou by the face, with my bzamble buſh, 
Ard. Jamalmoſt ſtifled with this og, come lets away 
Fran, And ſirra as we go, let vs haue ſom moze of your 
bolde peomandzp. 
Fer. Nay by my troth ũir, but flat knanery. Excunt. 
Hereenters Will at one doore, and 
| Shakbag at another. 
Sha. Oh Will where art thou? - 
Wil. Bere ſhanbag, almoſt in hels mouth, 
Where I can not ſæ my way fo2 (moake. 
Sha. Jp2ay thee ſpeake ſtill, that we may mete 
by the (ound,foz J ſhall fallintoſome ditche oz 
other, vnles my feete ſe better then my cies, 
Wil. Dideſt thou euer ſi better weather fo runne a- 
wap with another mans wile, oz play with a wenche 
2c potfinger. 
mak. Ho this were a ine wozld foz chandlers, 
| Ffthis weather would A 0k 
2 2 = Could 


"wal, 


=_--} The Nuo f M. Arden 
8 Should neuer dene no2 ſup without candlelight, 
1 Vut ſirra Vill what hozſes are thaſe that paſt 
1. Wil. Why, didit thou heare any? 

* Sha. J that J did. f 


'1 | Will. My life fo: thine,twas Arden andhis companis 
| | And then all our labour's loft, 
4 Sha Nay ſay not '0,fo2 1f1t be they, they wr happely 
= loſe their wap as we haue done 
>| And tuen we maychaunce mate with them. 
6 | Wil. Come let vs go on lpae a couple of blind pilgrims. 
ThenShakebagtalles into aditch, 


1 Sha. Yelpe ill help,3 am almoſt djownd. 


; lere oth ferryman. . 
Per. Mhoſe that, that calles fo; help? 
| Wil. Twas none here, twas thou tby ſelfe. 
Fer. J came to help him tnat cald fo? help. 
Why how now: who is this that's in the ditch? 
Pon are well enough ſerued to goe without a gupde, 
ſuch weather as this. (moꝛning 
Wil. Sirra what companyes hath paſt your ferry this 
Fer, None but a cupple of gentlemen, that went to 
dyne at mp Loꝛd che pneis. 
WII. Shatbag did not J tell the aſmuch? 
Fer. Why ſir, will pou haue any letters caried to them 
Wil. No ũr, get vou gone, 
8 Fer. Did pou euer ſe (ach a miſt as this: 
fl | Wil. Ro,nozſuchafoolsas will rather be bought | 


1 then get his wap. 

q. Fer. *Ghyſir, this is nohough munday2you ar dece iud 
1 bats his name 7 p2ay pou ſir? | 

1 Sha. Bis name is black will. 

1 Fer. J hope to (x him one day hangdvpon a hill. 

'N "I : | ExitFerriman, 

n Sha. Se how the Sunnchathcleard the foggy mid, 
1 No ue haue miſt the warke af our intent. 


4 | 65 io pp Here 


r 232220 ; — 
% 


hy” EE 
* 1 7 1 7 
* * P f £ \ - 
/ SAW $74 
* „ by 
Ei "ES, T 
N 


of Feuers bame. 
Here enters Grene Moſbye and Ales. 
Moſ. Black WiltandShakbag,what make vou her 
A Abat is the deed don: is Arden dead. 1 
Wil UYbat could a blynded man perfozme in armes⸗ 15 
Hab 70u not how till now, the ſky was darke, 
£ hat neither hoꝛle noꝛ man could be decerned, 
Pat did we heare their hoꝛſes as they paſt. 
Gre aue they elcapt you then, and paſt the ferry? 
Sha. J toꝛ a while, but here we two will tap, 
Ad at their comming back matte with them once moꝛe, 
Z aunds J was nere lo toylde in all my lyfe, 
In following ſo flight a taſke as this. 
Mol. Gow camft thou fo beraide? 
Wil. UThth making kalſe foting in the dark, 
He needs would follow them without a guide. 
Ales Here's to paytoza fire and god chere 
Get you to Ftuerchame to the flowze deluce, 
And reſt pour ſetues vutil ſome at her time. 
Gre, Le! me alone, it moſt concernes my fate. _ f 
Will J miftres Arden this wil ſerue Nr N 
In caſe we fal into a ſecond ſog. 
Exeunt. Grene Will and Shak, | 
Mof, Theſe knaues wil neuer do it, let bs giue it oner 
Ales. Jirſt tell me how pou like my new deuice⸗ 
Sone when inp huſband is returning back, 
Vou and J both matching arme in arme, 
Lpke louing frends we le miete him on the wap. 
And boldly beard and bꝛaue him to his tæth: 
Udlhen woꝛds grow hot, and blowes beginne to roſe, 
Ile call thoſe catters'fazth pour tenement, 
UUMzoina manner to take vp the tray, 
Shall wound mp huſbandHozneſbte to the death 
Mol. Ah fine deuiſe, why tvis deſerues a kifſe, Excunt. 
Here eutets Dicke Reedeand a Saler+ 
 Sayler, Faith Dien Rebe it is tolytie end, 
Vis conſcience is to uberall, and he to nig ax dip. 
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. Vere ile intertept him, fo; at his houſe 
Pe neuer willvouchafeto ſpeake with me: 
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The Tra gedy of M. Arden 
To partefromany ping dothe god. 
Rede We is comming from @hozlow as Avnverſtand, 


It pzayers and faire intreaties will not ſerue, 
Oz make no battry in his flintpe bzealt. 
Here enters Fra Ard. and Michael. 

Ile curſſa the cartle and ſe what that wil dw. 

De where he comes, to further my intent, 

P. Arden Jam now bound to the ſea, 

My comming to vou was about the plat ot ground. 

Which wꝛongfullp pou detaine from me. 

Although the rent of it be very ſmall, 

Pet will it helpe my wife and childzen: 

ZUbich here J leaue in Feuerſhame God knowes, 

Needy and bare, foz Chziſts ſake let them have it. 
Ard. Francklin heareſt thou this fellow ſpeake: 

That which he craues J dearely bought of him, 

Although the rent of it was euer mine. 

Sirra vou, that aſke theſe queſtions, 

If with thy clamarous impeaching tongue 

Thou raile on me, as J haue heard thou doſt, 

Ile lay the vp ſo cloſe a twelue months day, 

As thou ſhalt neither ſe the Sonne no; Pone, 

Loke to it.fo2 as ſureip as J line, 

Ale banich pittie if thou vſe me thus. 
Rede. Ehat wiit thou do me w3ong, > thꝛeat me to⸗ 

Nay then Jle tempt the, Arden de thy wozft, 

God Jbeſech thee hom ſome miracle, 

On ther oꝛ thine,in plaugingthe fo; this. 

Chat plot of ground, which thou detaines from me. 

I ſpeake it in an agonypofſpirite, 

Be ruinous and fatall vnto the:: 

Either there be butcherd by thy deareſt fre@nds, 

Oꝛ els be bzought foz men to wonder at. 

Oꝛ thou oz thine miſcary in that place. 
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of Fevershane; 


Oꝛ there runne mad, and end thy curſed dayes, 
Fra. Fy bitter knaue bzpdle thine enntous tongue, 
Fozcurſes are like arrowes ſhot vpꝛight, 
_ falling doun — — bead. 
ede Light where t were J vppon 
As oft J haue in many a bitter ſtoʒme, un 
And ſaw a d:eadfull ſuthern flaw at hand, 
The Pylate quaking at the doubtfullſtozme, 
And all the ſaplers pꝛaping on their knes, 
Euen in that fearefull time would J fall doirn, 
And aſke of God, what ere betide of me, 
Uengeance on Arden, oz ſame milevent, 
To ſhewe the wozld, what wꝛong the carle hathdone. 
This charge Ile leaue with wy diſtreſfull wife. 
My childzen ſhall be taught ſuchpzaters as theſe, n 
Aud thus J go but leaue my curſſe with thee. 
Exeunt Rede & Sayler, 


Ard. It is the raylingeſt knane in 
And oftentimes the villaine will be mad, 
Itgreatly matters not what de (ayes, 
But J aſſure pou, I nere did him wong 
Fra. J think ſo - Arden 
Ard. Now that our hozſes are gone home befoze, 
| Py wite may hapely mete me onthe wap, 
| Foz God knowes lhe is growne paſſing kinde ol late, 
And greatly chaunged fromthe oulde humoz. 
Ot her wounted frowardnes. 
And ſækes by faite meanes to redeeme oaldfanlts. 
| Fra. Vappy tde change, that alters foz the belt, - 
But lerinanye caſe you make no ſpeache, 
Df the cheare we had at my Lozd Cheinels, - 
Althongh moſt bounteous and liberal, 
Foz that will make her think her ſelle wzongd, + 
In that we did not carry her a long. 
Foz ſurt rr 
** 
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| Arden 


2 The Tregedye of M, 1 


Ard. Come Fr anculin, let vs rain to mend our pace, 
And take her vnawares playing the cwae. 
| Here enters Ales and Mol bie. 
Foꝛ 3 bel&ve ſheele ſtrpue to mend our chere. 
Fran. Why tiers no vet tet treaturs in the woꝛld 
Then women are, when they are in god humozs. 
4 Ard. Whois that? gpoſbie, what ſo familiare? 
1 Iniurious ſtrumpet, and thou ribald naue, 
._- Ant wene thole armes. 
Ales with a ſugred kiſſe, let them vnt wine 
1 | Ard. Ah Þoſbie,permrde bead, beate this and all. 
1 Moſ. And yet no hoꝛned beaſt, 
14 6 == hozncs are thine, | 
" Fran. Þmonſrous, Nay then tis time to dzaw, 
Ales Yelpe helpe they murther my huſband. 
HF cre enters Will, and Shak, 


Sha. Zounds who iniures M. Poſbie. 
Help Wil J am hurt. 


Mof. I may thank you Miſtres arden foz this wound, 
Ext unt Mosby Will & Shakbag. 
A Ales. Ah Arden what folly blinded ths 
Ah Jelious harebzaine man what haſt thay don, 
4 When we to welcome thy intended ſpozt. 
4 Came louingi to mete tha on thy wap. 
N Thou dꝛewſt thy (wozd inraged with Jelouly, | 
 _ __- Andhuriethyfravude, - 
” Whoſ: thoughts were fre from harme. 
| | All foꝛ a woꝛthles kifſe,and ioyning armes. 
Both don but mir: ely fo try thy patieuce- 
And me vabaypy that cenpſed the Jeſt, : 
4 m_ —_ rape Porte blade. 
A ; ran; arp me 
5 coping ethos 


ur Couldſt tbou not ſa vs freydly 
we ioond armes and when Jtult his chæke. 
— thou not lately found me auer kinde⸗ 


Do thou at þeare mea chef hertha.) 


of Feuer bame. 
Cald I not helpe fo ſet my huſband free: 
No, eares and all were witcht, ah me accurſt, 
To lincke in lxking with a frantick man, 
Hence foꝛth Ile be thy ſlaue, no moze thy wife: 
Fo: with that name J neuer ſhall content tha. 
It I be merry thou ſtraight waies thinks me light. 
If ſad thou ſateſt the ſullens trouble me. 
It well attpꝛed thou thinks J will be gadding, 
If homelp, I ſæme Quttr'h in thine epe. 
Thus am j fill, and (hall te whill J die, 
Poꝛe wench abuſed by thy miſgouernment, 
Ard But is it fo; true th, that neither thou no: he, 
Entendedſt malice in your mildemeanoz. 
Ales, The heauens can witnes ot our harmles thoghts 
Ard. Then pardon me ſwate Ales, 
And foꝛgiue this faulte: 
Foꝛget but this, and neuer ſæ the lpke. 
Impoſe me pennante, and J will perfozme it: 
Foꝛ in thy dilcontent J finde adeath, 
Adeath tozmenting moꝛe then death it ſelfe, 
Ales Rap hadſt thou loued me as thou doeſt pꝛetend, 
Thou weuldſt haue markt the ſpeaches of thy frend, 
Who goit'g wounded from the place, he ſaid 
Vis ſuinne was peirſt only thꝛough my deuiſe. 
And it ſad io row taint thee 702 this falt, | 
Thou wouldſt haue followed him, and ſene him dꝛeſt, 
And cryde him mercy whome thou halt miſdone, 
Nere ſhall my hart be caſed till thts be done. 
Arden Content the (wet ales thou ſhalt haue thy wil 
hat ere it be, Foz that J inturde the | 
And w2ongd my frend, ſhame ſcourgeth my offence, 
Come thou thy ſelfe and go along with me, 
And be a mediatoz twirt vs two. 
Fran. by Þ. Arden, know yon what you do, 
Vill you follow him that hath diſhonourd you, 


Ales. Why canſt thou pꝛoue J haue bene diſloyall. 
a 10 Fran. 


The Tragedy of. NM. PB 


Fran · Nh Moſbie traunt you huſband with the hoꝛn, 
Ales J after he had reupled him, | 
By the nturpous name of periurde beaſt, 
Ve knew no wzong could ſpyte an Jelious man, 
oꝛe then the hatctull naming of the hoꝛne. 
Fran @uppole tis trew, pet is it dangerous. 


To kollow him w home he hath lately hurt, 


Ales, A fau:t confeſſed is moze then halfe a mends, 
But men of (uch ii ſpirite as pour ſelfe. 
Moe croſſes and debates twirt man and wife, 


Ard. J pꝛap the gentle Francklin holde thy pence, 


I know my wife counſels me foz the beſt, 


Ard Ile fete out mcſvp,where his wound is dzeſt, 

And ſalue his haples quarrell if J may. 
Exeunt Arden & Ales. 

Fran. He whome the diuel dꝛiues muſt go verfozce, 
Poe gentleman how lone he is bc witcht, 
And pet becauſe his wife is the inſtrument, | 
Vis frends muſt not be lauiſh in their peach, Exit Fran. 

Here enters Will he kabage & Greene | 
w l. Sirra Grene when was I ſo long 
in killing a man. 


Gre, J thin we ſhall neuer do it. 
Let vs giue it ouer.. 


Sha. Nay Zounds wele kill him. 


Though we be hangy at his doꝛe fo2 our labour. 


Wil. Thou knoweſt Greene that J baue liued in 


London this t welue pers. 


Where J haue made (ome go vppon wodden legges, 
Fo: taking the wall on me. 

Douers with Claernoſes,foz ſaying, 

There goes blackwill. 


A vaue crackt as many blades, 


As thou haſt done Nutes, 
Gre. O monſtrous lye. 


Will. Fathiamanr 18. 


of Feuerſ ame. 
Che bawdie houſes haue patdme tribute, 
T here durſt not a whoze ſet vp, vnleſle ſbe haue aggreed 
with me firlt, foz-opning her ſhoppe wintowes. 
Foz acroſſe wo2ve of a Tapſter, 
J haue pearted one barrell after another, with my dacer, 
And held him be the cares till all his beare hath run cut, 
In Temes ſtrete a bꝛewers carte was lyke to haue runne 
duer me, J made ro moꝛe ado, but went to the clark 
and cut all the natches of bis tales, 
and beat them about his head. (watch, 
J and my companye haue taken the Conſtable from his 
And carried him about the fields on a coltſtaffe. 
F haue broken a Sariants head with his owe mace, 
And bulld whome J hiſt with my ſwoꝛd and buckler. 
All the tenpennp alc houſe s would ũ and cucry mozr. ing, 
With a quatt pot in his hard, 
Sari witit p'caſe pour wozſb ip dzinke: 
Ve that bad not dont ſo had bet ic ſure to haut had t is 
Singne puld dou n, t his latice boꝛne away the next right 
To cenclude, what haue J not dont: ict cannot do this, 
Doubtles be is pꝛeſt rue d by Miracle. 
Hlcte enters A'esand Nlichaell. 
Gre. Bente Wul, here cemes P. Arden, 
Ales Ah gentle mict aell art thou ſure their frends ts 

Mic. Why J ſaw them when they both ſhoke hands, 
hen $Poſbic bled, he eucn wept fo2 ſo:row: 

And raildon Francklin that was cauſe of all, 

No ſoner came the Surgen in at does, : 
But my . toke to his purſe, and gaue himmoney. | 
And to contiude ſent me to bzing you wozd, 

That Moſbie, Francklm Bꝛadſhaw. adam fc wle, 
With divers of his neighboꝛzs, and his frends, 
Will come and ſup with pou at our houſe this night. 

Ales, Ah gentle Pichaell,runne thou bak againe, 
And when my huſband walkes into the faire, 
Bid Polvie ſteale from OD to me, 
pen * 
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And 


The Tragedy of 1 M. 05 | 


And this night thal — a be made ſure, 
Mic. Ile go tell him. 
Ales. And as thou greff, tell John toke of our gu: ts, 
And bid him lay it on, ſpare fozno coaſt, Exit Michaell, 
W1l, Nay aid there be ſuchchere, we wil bid ourſelues 
Miſtres Arden, Dick Grenex J do meane to ſup w pou, 
Ales. And welcome ail you be, ah gentlemen, 
Vow nul! you of pour purpole peſternight? 
Gre, Zwas long of ſhattbag that valackye villaine, 
Sha, Tt ou doeu me w2ong, J did as much as any. 
WII. ap then P. Ales, J e tell you how it was, 
hen he ſhould haue lockt with both his hilts, 
Me iu a bzauery flo2iſht ouer his head 
| Uith that comes Francklin at bim luſtelp 
\ Aud hurts the llaue, with that he links away, 
ER. Now his way had bene to haue come hand and fete, 
one andtworovundat his colterd. | 
He lyke a loo e beares his (wozd point halte a yarde out 
ol danger, J lpe here fozm lyfe. 
Ik the deu cone, and he haue no moꝛe Trength then fence 
Ye {Hall neuer beat me fromthis warde, 
| Ile ſtand to it, a bucklet in a ſaufull hand, 
F Is as g as acaſteſi. 
Nap tis better then a ſconce, foz J baue tryde it. 
; Molbie perceiuing this, began to faint, 
1 With that comes Arden with his arming \r 02d, 
N | And hꝛuſt him thzough the ſhoulder ina tryce. 
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Ales, J but J wonder why you both Rode ſtill. 
Wil. Faith 5 was ſo amazed J could not ſtrike. 
Ales, Ah firs had he yeſternight bene llaine, 
Fo2 cuery d26p of his deteſted blobe, 
J would cramme in Angels in thy fiſt. 
And kiſt thee to, and hugd thee in my armes. 
3 Wi. Patient your ſelf, we can not help it now, 
1 Grene and we two, will dogge him thzough the faire, - 
13 | —_—_— dg ſteale away, Here 
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of F enerſhame. HR F 
Here enters Moſbye. 
Ales, It is vnpoſũble, but Lies comes he, 
That will J hope inuent ſome ſurer meanes. 1 
Swete ol vie hide thy arme, it kils my hart. if ; 
Mol, Jmiltres Arden, this is pour faugur, 
Ales Ah ſaynoi ſo foz when 3 (awe the hurt, * 
J could haue toke the weapon thou letſt fall, i 
And runne at Arden, foꝛ J haueſwozne, | 
That thele mine eyes offcnded with his ſight, 
Shall neuer cloſe, til Ardens be Gut vp, 
This night Jroſe and walkt about the chamber, 
And twiſe o2 thꝛiſe, I thought to haue murthꝛed him, 
Mol. Chat in the night, then had we bene vndons, 
Ales ZUby, how long ſhall he liue? 
Mol Faith ales no longer then this night. 
Black ill and ſhakbag, will yon two 
Perfo2me the complot that J haue laid. 
Will. Jozels think me as a villaine- 
Gre. And rather then you ſhall want, - 
Ile helpmy ſeife 
Mos. Pou M. Grene ſhal ſingle Francklinfozth, 
And hould him with along tale of ſtrange newes: 
That he map not came home till ſuppertime. 
Ile fetch M. Arden home, wel ke frends. 
A ill play a game oꝛ two at tables here, 
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Ales Wut what of all this? =_ : 
How hall he be Naine? 5 
Mosbie Why black Mil and ſhakebag lockt within il | 
the countingheuſe, 1 | 
_ Shall at acertaine watchwoꝛd giuen, ruſh fozth, 5 


Wil. That ſhall the watch wozd be? 
Mol (Row J take you) that ſhall be the wozd, 
But come not fo2th befoze in any caſe. 
Wil. J warrant you, but who ſhall lock mein? 
Ales. That will J do thou ſt kepe the key thy ſelfe. 


Moſ. Come ꝙ. Greene, go vou along with me. 
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Dee all things ready Ales againſt we come, 
Ales. Cake no care fo; that, ſend pon him dome. 
Exeunt Mosbie and Grecne. 
And it he ere go fozth againe, blame me, 
Come blacke UWillt2atinminecies art faire, 
Nert vato Molbie doe J honour the, 
Inſtead of faire woꝛdes and large p2omiſcs, 
My hands ſhall play you goulden harmonie, 
Vow like pou this? ſap, will you doe it firs? 
Will. J and that bzauelpto, marke my deuite. 
Place oſbie being a ſtranger in a chaire, 
And let your huſband ſit vpon a ſfole, 
Chat i map come behind him cunninglie, 
And with a towell pull him to the ground, 
Zhen tab him till his fleth be as a ſine, 
That done beare him behind the Abby, 
That thoſe that finde him murthered, may ſuppoſe 
Some laue 02 other kild him foz his golde. 
Ales. A fine deuice, vou ſhall haue twenty pound, 
And when he is dead, pou ſhal haue fozty moze. 
And leaſt pou might be luſpected ſtaping hcere, 
Michaell all ſaddle pou two luſty geldings. 
Ryde whether you will to Scotland oz to Wales. 
Ile ſce vou (hall not lacke, where cre you be. 
Wil Such wozdes would make one kill / ooo. men. 
Glue me the key, which is the counting houſe? 
Ales. Here would J ſtap, and illencourage you, 
But that Jknow how reſolute pou are. 
Sha. Cuſh vou are too faint harted, we muſt do if, 
Ales. But Poſvie will be there, whole very lokes, 
Will ad vawounted courage to mp thought, 
Andmakeme the ficlt that ſhall aduenture on him, 
Wil. £ uſh get you gone, tis we mull da the der de. 
Wren this doe oppens next lokefoz his death S 
Ales, Ah, would be now were here, that it might appen 
2 ſhalino moze be cloſedin Ardens armes, that 
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of Feuerſbame 

That Ire the ſnakes of tlacte Tifiphone, | 
Stiag me with their enbꝛaceings, moſbies armes 
hal compaſſe me, and were J made a ſtarre, 
J would haue none other ſpheres but thoſe, 
There is no nedoꝛ. but in oſbies lypes, 
ad chaſt Diana kiſt him, ſhe like me 

Mould grow loue ſicke, and from her watrie bolwer, 

Fling down Zribumon and ſnath him vp: 

Chen blame not me, that ſlay a ſilly man, 

Not halſe ſo louelx as Endumion. 


Here enters Michaell. 

Mic. Miſtres my maiſter ts comming hard by, 

Ales, Who comes with him. 

Mic. Nobody but moſbye, 

Ales, Thats well michaell, fetch in the tables, 
And when thou haſt done, ſtand befoze the 

count inghouſe doze. 
Mic. WM phy ſo? 

Ales. Black will is lockt within, to do the derde. 

Mic, What hull he die tonight? 

Ales. J michacll 

Mic. But ſhall not ſuſan know itz 

Ales. Pes fo2 (hele be as ſetrate as our ſelues. , 

Mic. Thats bzaue, Ile go fetch the tables. 1 

Ales. But michaell hearhe to me a wozd oz two, | | 
MAhen mp buſband is come in lock the ſtra te doꝛe: 2 
He ſhalll be marthzed oz the gueſts come in. Exit mic. a 


f 
Here enters Arden & Mosbie. | | - | 
Huſband what meane you to bzing moſby home? 
Aithought J wiſht vc to be reconciled, . 
Twas moꝛe ſoz fe are ot you, then loue of him, 
Black Will and Greene, are his companions, 
And they are cutters,and may cut you ſhozte, 


T bereloze J thought it god to make youfrends- x {| 
| . 4, But il 
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Vere M. Poſbie, und J pzay vou hencefozth, 
Be pou as ſtraunge to me, as Ito you 
PVour companyhath purchaſed me ill freends. 


n 


The Tragedy of M. Arden \ \ 
But wheretfoze do you bzing him hether now, - 
You haue giuen me my ſupper with his light, (gone. 
Mol. M. Arden me thinks your wife would haue me 
- Arden. s god M. Moſbie, women will be p;ating. 
Ales bid him welcome, he and J are frends. 
Ales Pou map infczce me to it, it vou will. 
But J had rather die then bid him welcome, 
His company hath purcheſt me ill frends. 
And thycrefoze wil J nere frequent it moze. 
Moſ. Oh how cunningly lhe can diſſemble. 
Ard. Now he is here vou wil not ſerue me ſo. 
Ales. J pzap you be not angreæ 02 diſple aſed 
Ile bid him welcome ſeing voule haue it ſo, 
You are welcome P. Pol bie will you ſit down. 
Mol, Jknow am welcome to pour louing huſband, 
But fo; your ſelfe,you ſprake not from your hart. 
Ales. And it J do not, ſir think I haue cauſe. 
Moſ. Pardon me P. Arden, Zle awap. 
Ard, No good P. Poſbie. 
Ales. Me lhal haue gueſts enough, thogh you go hence 
Moſ. 3 pꝛap you . Arden let me go. | 
Ard, J pꝛap the ol ie let her pꝛate her fill, 
Ale. The does are open ſir, you may be gone. 
Mic. Nay thats a lye,fo2 I haue lockt the doꝛes. 
Ard, Sirra fetch me a cup of Wine. 
Ile make them frends. 
And gentle M Ales, ſæing vou are ſo ſtout, 
Pou ſhal beginne, frowne not, Ile haue it (0. 
Ales 8 pꝛap vou meddle with that vou haue to do. 
Ard. Ah Ales: how can 3 do to much fo2 him, 
Whoſe lyfe 3 haue endaungered without cauſe. 
Ale, Tis true, t ſæing twas partly thzough my means 
Jam content to dꝛinke to hin fo; this once. 
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And J foz you God knowes, haue vndeſerued 
Bene ill ſpoken of in enery place. 
There foꝛe hencefozth frequent my houſe nomoze, 
Mos, Ile ſæ your huſband iu diſpight of you, 
Pet Arden J pꝛoteſt to thee by heauen, 
Thou nere halt ſe me moze,after this night. 
Ile go to Rome rather then be foz\wozne. 
Ar. Tuch zle haue no ſuch vowes made in my houſe. 
Ales. Pes Jp2ay you huſband let him ſweare, 
And on that condition Poſbie pledge me here. 
Mol, Jas willingly as J meane to liue. 
Ard. Come Ales, is our ſupper ready pet? 
Ales. It wil by then you haue plaid a game at tables, 
Ard. Come M Polvie, what ſhall we play foz? 
NMioſ. The games foz a french crowne ws 
And ple aſe you. 
Aid. Content. \ 
| Then they play at che Tables. 
wil Can he not take him yet? what a ſpight is that: 
Ales Not pet Vill, take hede he ſe the not: 
Wil. A feare he wil ſpy me, as J am coming, 
Mic. To pꝛeuent that, cræpe betwirt my legs 
Mos. One ace, oz els J loſe the game. 
Ard. arp ſir theres two foꝛ fapling. 
Mol. Ah P. Arden (now j can take yon) 
Then Will pulles him dovon with a towell 
Ard, Moſbie, Pichaell, Ales, what will you do? 
WII Nothing but take pou vp ſir, nothing els. 
Mol, Thers fo the pꝛeſſing Jron you tould me of. 
Sha. And ther's foz the ten pound in my lleeue, 
Ales. ZWhat, grones thou?nay then giue me y weapd, 
Take this fo2 hindzing Poſbies loue and mine. 
Michaell. O iſtres. 
Will Ah that villaine wil betray vs all. 
Mol, Tuch fearehim not, he will be ſecrete, 
; Fes Why doſt thou think J will betray my ſelfe? 
I 


Sha. 
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Shi. In South warke dwels a bonnie nozthernelaſſe, 
The widow Chambley.iletoher honſe now, 
Ind if che will not giue me harborough, 
Ale make botie ofthe queane euen to her ſmocke. 
Will. Shift fo2 your ſelnes.wetwo will leane pon now 
Ales. Firſt lay the bodie in the countinghouſe. | 
Thenthey lay the body inthe Countinghouſe. 
Will. Me haue our gould miſtris Ales, adew, 
FPoſbie farewell,and Pichaell farewell to. Exeunt 
Enter Suſan. 
Suſan. Miſtres, the gueſts are at the does. 
Dearken they knoche, what ſhall Jlet themin? 
Ales. Molbie go thou + beare them companie. Exit. M. 
And ſuſan fetch water and waſh away this blode, 
Suſan. The blode cleaueth to the ground 4 will not ont 
Ales. But with my nailes ile ſcrape away the blood, 
The moꝛe I ſtriue the moꝛe the blod appeares: 
Suſan. Whats the reaſon M. can vou tell⸗ 
Ales. Becauſe J blaſh not at my huſbands death, 
Here enters Mosbie. 
Mos. Hob now, whats the matter:is all welle 
Ale. J wel, if Arden were aliue againe. 
In vaine we ſtriue, fo here his blad remains, 
Mos. Why ſtreb ruſhes on it, can you not, 
This wench doth nothing fall vato the wozke. 
Ales. Twas thou that made me murther him, 
Mos. Mhat of that? 
Ales. Nay nothing Poſbie ſo it be not known. 
Mos. Repe thou it cloſe, and tis vnpoſſible, 
Ales. Ah but J tan not, was he not ſlaine by me, 
My huſbands death tozments me at the hart. 
Mos. It thall not long to2ment thee gentle Ales, 
Jam thy huſband, thinke no moze ofhim, 


Hereenters Adam fowle and Brad, 


Brad. How now . Arden: what ayle dan wape. =; 
O1. * | 
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Moſ. Becauſe her huſband is abꝛoad ſo late, 
A tupple ofRnffins thꝛeatned him peſrernight, 
And lhe poze ſoule is affratd he ſhould be hurt. 
Adam Iſt nothing els? tuſh hele be here anone. 
| Hereenters Greene, 
Gre, Now P. Arden lacke pou any gueſts. 
Ales. Ah P. Grene, did yon ſe my huſband lately, _ 
Gre. J ſaw him walking behinde the Abby euen now, 
Here enters Francklin, | 
Ales. J do not like this being out ſo late, 
M. Francklin where did you leaue my huſband. 
Fra. Beleue me J ſawhim not ſince Moꝛning, 
Feare you not hele come anone, meane time 
Pou may do well fobidhis gueſts ſit down, | 
Ales. J ſo they ſhall, P. Bzadſhaw ſit you there, 
J p2ay vou be content, Jle haue my will. 
MP. Mol bie lit you inmy huſbands ſeat. 
Michacll Suſan {hall thou and J wait on them, 
Oz and thou ſaiſt the wozd let vs ſit down tw. 
Su, Peace we haue other matters now in hand. 
Ifeare me Michael al wilbe bew2aicd. 
Mic, Tuſh ſo it be knowne that 3 ſhal marry the in the 
Moꝛning, I care not though J be hangde ere night. 
But to pꝛeuent the woꝛſt, le by ſome rats bane. 
Su. Why Pichacl wilt thou poyſon thy leife? 
Mic. No, but my miſtres, foꝛ J feare ſhele tell. 
Su. Tuſh Michel feare not her, he's wiſe enough. 
Moſ. Sirra ichell giues a cup of beare. 
P. Arden, heers fo pour huſband. 
Ales. $Þy huſband? 
Fra. What ailes pou woman, to crie ſo ſuddenly. 
Ales. Ah neighboꝛs a ſudden qualm came auer my hart 
Py buſbands deing fo:th tozments my mynde. 
Iknow ſome thing's amiſſe, he is not well. 
Oz els I ſhould haue heard ofhim ere now. 
* 2. 
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Then wape that will. 


The Tragedy of M. Arden i; 
Gre, Feare not H. Arden, he's wellenongh. 
Alcs. Tell not me, J know he is not well, 


| He was not wount fo to ſtay thus late. 


God . Francklin go and ſæke him fozth, 
And if vou finde him fend him home to mee. 
Andtell him what a feare be hath put me in. 


Fra. Ilyke not this, J pꝛap Ood all be well 
Exeunt Fra Moſ. & Gre. 


Ile ſeeke him out, and find him if Jcan. 
Ales. Michael how ſhall J da to rid the reſt away? 
Mic, Leaue that to my charge, let me alone, 


Tis very late P. Bzadſhaw, 


And there aremanyfalſe knaues abꝛoad, 
And you haue many narrow lanes to pas- 
Brad. Faith frend Pichaell and thou ſaieſt trew, 
Cherefoꝛe I p2ap the lights fa 2th, and lends a linck. _ 
Excunt Brad, Adam, & Michael. ü 
Ales. Michael bzing them to the dozes, but do not ſtap, 
Pou know J do not loue to be alone. 
Go Suſan and bid thy bꝛother come, c 
But wherefoꝛe ſhould he come? Here is nought but feare. 
Stay Suſan ſtap, and helpe to counſell me. | 
Suſan, Alas J counſell, feare frights away my wits, 
Then they open the countinghouſe doore, - 
and lookeyppon Arden; 
Ales. S& Suſan where thy quandam Maiſter lyes, 
Swea&te Arden ſmeard tn blode and filthy goꝛe. 
Suſan. Mp bꝛother, pou, and J, ſhall rue this dede. 
Ales Come ſaſan help to lift his body fozth, 


And let our ſalt teares be his obſequies. 


Here enters Mosbie and Greene. 


Mos. How now Ales whether will pou beare vim 
Ales. Swete Poſbte art thou come? 


I haue my wiſhe in that J top thy light. 
Gre, Well it houss vs to becircamſped, L 
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Moſ. J foz Francklin thinks that we haue murthꝛed 
Ales. J but he cannot pꝛoue it fo2 his lyfe, (him. 
Vele ſpend this night in daltance and in ſpozt, 
Here enters Michaell 
Mic. O miſtres the Paioꝛ and all the watch, 

Are comming towards our houſe with glaues 2 billes. 
Ales. Make the doze ſaſt, let them not tome in, 

Moſ. Tell me ſwete Ales how (hal Jeſcape? 
Ales. Out at the back doze,oner the pyle of wode, 

And fo2 one night ly at the floure deluce, 

Moſ. Chat is the next way to betrap my ſelfe. 
Gre, Alas M. Arden the watch will take me here, 

And cauſe ſuſpition, where els would be none. 

Ales TWhy take that way that $Þ. Moſbie doeth, 

But firſt conuey the body to the fields. 

Thenthey beare the body into the fields 
Mol. Until to moꝛrow, ſwæte Ales now fare wel, 
And ſe vou confeſſe nothing in any caſe. 
Gre / Be ſreſolute P. Ales, betrap vs not, 
But cleaue to vs as we wlſtick to you, 
Exeunt Mosbie & Grene. 
Ales Nou let the indge and iuries do their wozſt, 

My houſe is cleare, andnow J feare them not. 

Suſan As we went it ſnowed al the wap. 

Which makes me feare, our foteſteps will be ſpyed. 
Ales Peace fole, the ſnow wil couer them againe; 
Suſan But it had done befoze we came back againe. 
Ales Hearke hearke,thep knocke, - 

go Pichaell let them in. 8 

| Here enters the Maior and the Watch. 

Pow now . Maioꝛ, haue you bzought my huſband home 
Maior, I ſawe him come into your houſe an hour agoe 
Ales You are decetued, it was a Londoner, 

- Maior Miſtres Arden know you not one 

that is called blacke Mill. ; 
Ales Jknow none ſuch, what meane theſe queſtions. 


Maior 
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Maior, J haue the counſels warrand to apzchend him 
Ales. J amgladitisno wozfe. 
Why P. matoz thinke you J harbour any ſuch? 
Ma. Ae are infozmd that here he is. 
And therfoꝛe pardon vs, foz we muſt ſearch, 
Ales A ſearch and ſpare you not, thadugh euer rome, 
Wlere my huſband at home, pou would not offer this, 
Here enters Francklin. 
M. Francklin what meane you come fo fad. 
Fra, Arden thy huſband,and my freend, is ſlaine, 
Alcs. Ah, by whome? P. Francklin can you tell? 
Fra. Jknow not, but behind the abby, 
There helyes murthꝛed in molt pittious caſe, 
Mai. But M. Francklin are you ſure tis he, 
Fra. Jam to ſure, would God J were deceined. 
Ales. Finde out the Murthꝛers let them be knowne, 
Fran. J ſo they ſhall, come you along with vs. 
Ales Wherefoze? | | 
Fran. know you this handtowelandthis knyfe? 
Su, Ah michael thꝛough this thy negligence. 
Thou haſt betraied and vndone vs all. ; 
Mic. J was ſo affraide,Jknew not what J did, 
J thought J had thꝛowne them both into the well. 
Ales. It is the pigs blode we had to ſupper. 
But wherfoze ſtay pou? finde out the murthꝛers. 
Ma. A feare me poule pꝛoue one of them pour ſelfe. 
Ale. J one ot them, what meane ſuch queſtions. 
Fra. J feare me he was murthzed in this houſe, 
And carried to the fields, foꝛ from that place, 
Backwards and fozwards may you ſee, 
The pꝛʒint of many fete within the now, 
And loke about this chamber where we are, 
And you hall finde part of his giltles blode, 
Foꝛ in his ſlipſhoe did Jfinde ſome ruſhes. 
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Which argueth he was murthzed in this rome. 2 Y ; 
M Lokein the place where he was wont to lit. 


* 
- 2 


* „ 2 


of F euershame, 


Der lee his blood it is to manifeſt, 
Ales It is atup ot Wine that michaell Hed. 
Mic. J truely. 
Fran, It is his blode, which ſtrumpet thou haſt ſhed, 
But if Jliue thou and thy complices, 
Which haue conſpired and wzought his death, 
Shall rue it. 
Ales Ah . Francklin Cod and heauen tan kell, 
J loued him mo2e then all the woꝛld beſide. 
But bꝛʒing me to him let me ſe his body, 
Fra. Bꝛing that villaine and moſdies ſiſter to, 
And one of you go to the flowze deluce. 
And ſe&ke foz moſbie, and appzehend him to. Exeunt 
Here enters ſhakebag ſolus. 3 
Sh, The widdow chambly i in her huſbands d I kept 
And now he's dead, che is growne ſo ſtout 


Bhe will not know her ould companions, 


IA tame thither thinking to haue had 

Harbour as I was wount 

And ſhe was ready to thꝛuſt me out at doozes, 

But whether ſhe would oz no. IJ got me vp, 

And as ſhe followed me J ſpurnd her down the ſaires, 
And bꝛoke her neck, and cut her tapſters th2oat, 

And now am going to fling them in the Temes, 

J haue the gould, what care J thoughit be knowne? 


Ile croſſe the water and take ſanctuary. 
Exit ſhakbag. 


Here enters the Maior, Mosbie. Ales „Francklin, 
Michaell and Suſan, 

Maior Sek P. Arden where pour huſbandlyes- 
Conkeſſe this faule fault and be penitent. 

Ales Ardenſwerte huſband, what chall I ſay? 
Che moꝛe 3 ſound his name, the moꝛe he bledes. 
T bis blode condemnes me, and in guthing foo2th 
Speakes as it falles, and ackes me why Jdidif, 


Fozgiue me Arden, I repent me nowe, | | 
| * 4 And 
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TheTragedye o FM. Arden 
And would my death ſaue thine,thou ſhouldſt not dye, 
| Ryſe vp ſwete Arden and enioy thy loue. 
And frowne not on me when we mete in heauen, 
3X In heauen J loue thee, though on earth 1 did not, 
Wy | Maior Say $oſby what made the murther him. 
1 Fra. Study not fo2 an anſwer lone not down 
Vis purſſe and girdle found at thy beds head, 
Aitnes ſufficiently thou didit the deede. 
At botles is to ſweare thou didit it not. 
Mol. J hpzed black Will and Shakebagge, | 
KRuffynes both, 
And they and J haue done fhis murthzous deed, ©” | 
But wherefoze ſtay we? | 1 
Come and beare me hence. | | 
Fran, Thoſe Ruffins ſhall net eſcape, = 
J will vp to London, and get the counſels warrand | 
to appzehend them. Exeunt. | 
. 9 Here enters Will. | _ 
| Will. Shakebag J heare hath taken ſancuary, 
1 8 But Jamſopurſued with hues andcryes, | 
Fo2 petty robberies that J haue done, 
That Jcan come vnto no Sanctuary, | 
Therefoze muſt Jin ſome Oyſter bote, 
At laſt, be faine to go a booꝛd ſome Hope. 
J And ſo to Fluſhing there is no ſtaying here, 
n At Sittinburgh the watch was like to take me. 
| And had Jnot with my buckler couerd my head, 
Andrun full blanck,at all aduentures, | 
J am ſure J had nere gone further then that place, 
Fo2 the Conſtable had 2o warrands to appꝛehend me, 
- Beſides that, J robbed him and his Pan once 
| at Gades hill, e 
Farewell England, Ile to Fluſching now. Exit Will. 
Here enters the Maor, Moſ bye, Ales, Michaell, 
duſan, and Bradſhaw. | 


Maior, Come make haſte u bzing away the jones. - 
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of Feuerſbame. 
Brad. M. Arden you are now going to God, 
And J am by the law condemned to die. 
About a letter J bꝛought from Þ. Greene, 
I p2zay you P. Arden ſpeak the trueth, 
Was A euer pꝛiuie to pour intent oz no? 
Ales Mhat ſhould I ſay? - | 
Pou bzought me ſuch a letter. 
But J dare ſweare thou kneweſt nat the contents. 
Leaue now to trouble me with wozldly things. 
And let me meditate vpon my ſauiour Chzilt, 
Mhoſe blode muſt ſaue me foz the blode A ſhed, 
Moſ. How long ſhall 3 line in this hell of griefe? 
Conuey me from the pꝛeſence of that ſtrumpet. 
Ales, Ah but foz ther J had neuer bene ſtrumpet 
TUhat can not oathes and pꝛote ſtations doe? 
When men haue oppoztunity to woe. 
J was to young to ſound thy villanies. 


But now J unde it, andrepent to late. 


Su, Ah gentle bzother, wherefoze ſhould J die 

J knew not ok it, till the deed was don. 
Mol. Foz the Jmourne moze thenfo2 my ſelſe, 
But let it ſuffice, J can not ſanethee now, 
Mic. And if pour bzother and my Piltres. 
Had not pꝛomiſed me you in marriage, | 
Jbadneregiuenconſent to this foie deede. 
Maior Leanetoaccuſe each other now, 
And liſten to the ſentence J ſhall giue. 
Beare Mol bie and his ſiſter to London ſtraight, 

executed. 


Ey vpon women, this all 
Bat bear me hence,foz I — PIs 


Suſan 
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it The Tragedy of M. Arden 
' Suſan @eingnohopeonearth,inheanen(s my hope. 
1 Mic. Faith I care not laing 4 die withiuſan, 
| © Brad. y de be on his head that gave the ſentence, 
WI: :: Maor Co ſpœdy execution with them all. Excunt 
Wet Heere unters Francklin, * 
Fran. Thus haue yon ſeene the trueth of Ardens death 
As foz the Uuſkms, Sbakbag and blacue Will, 
1 The one toke Danauary,and being ſent (02 out. 
14 Was murthzed in Southwark, as he paſt 
To Orenewitch, where the Lozd Pꝛotedoz lap. 
Black Will was burnt in Flathing ona ſtage, 
Sreene was hanged at Dſbzidge in Kent, | 
The Painter fled, how he dyed we know nor. 
But this aboue the reſt is to be noted. 
Arden lap murthꝛed in that plot of ground, 
Mhich he by foꝛce and violente held from Rede. 
And in the graſſe his bodyes pꝛint was ſeene, 
Cwo peeres and moze after the deede was done 
Gentlemen we hope youle pardon thisnaked Tragedy, 
— Wherinno filed points are foiſtedin, 
To make it gratious to the eare oʒ ee. 
Fo2 ſimple trusthis gratiousenough;; - + 
Andnerdes no other pointsof-gloſing ſuffe. . 
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